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A SCRAP OF PAPER. 



CAST OF CHARACTERS. 



St. Jama Theatre, 
London, 
April 22d, 1861. 
Prosper Couramont . . . Mr. A. Wigan. . 
Baron de la Glaciere . . Mr. Emery. 
Brisemo"uche (Landed Proprie- 
tor and Naturalist) . . . Mr. G. Belinore. 
Anatole (Hi Ward) ... Mr. Ashley. , 
Baptcste (Servant) ... Mr. Terry. 
FRANCOIS (Servant 0/ Prosper) Mr. Lever. 
Louise de la Glaciere . . Miss Herbert. 
M'dlle. Suzanne de Russeville 

(her Cousin) Mrs. A. Wigan. 

Mathildr (Sister to Louise) Miss N. Moore. 
Mademoiselle Zenobie (Sister 

to Brisemouche) .... Miss Rainforlh. . 
Madame Dupont (Housekeeper) Mrs. Manders. 
Pauline (Maid) .... Miss Oesten. 

Time of Representation — Two 



IVallacfs Theatre, 
New York, 

March 10th, iSjg. 
. Mr. Lester Watlack. 
. Mr. Chas. Rockwell. 

. Mr. John Gilbert. 

. Mr. N. S. Wood. 

. Mr. C. E. Edwin. 

. Mr. I. Peck. 

. Miss Stella Boniface. 



Miss Effie Germon. 

. Miss E. Blaisdell. 

Miss Pearl Etynge. 



SYNOPSIS OF INCIDENTS. 

Prosper Couramont has just returned from a three years' foreign tour. 
He finds that, during his absence, Louise, whom he had warmly admired, 
has become the wife of the Baron de la Glaciere, an excellent but jeal 
ously disposed man. On visiting the Baron's country house, Prosper not 
only recognizes it as Louise's former home, but observes that the principal 
room in it presents the same appearance that it bore when he was in it last, as 
the suitor of Louise, He notices, even, that one statuette stands in its old 

Elace while its companion piece, which was broken about that time, has not 
een replaced. In the midst of his surprise, Louise enters; whereupon 
Prosper recalls the past and charges her with inconstancy in having first 
HARVARD (.ULLESC UMMT 
SIFT OF 
UMMT GOULD SHAW 
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encouraged his suit, and then broken off all intercourse with him without 
explanation. Louise replies that after their last meeting she had placed a 
note for him in the statuette, according to custom, to which he had made 
no reply ; that, being offended at his incivility, and learning shortly after- 
ward that he had suddenly departed from home on a tour of the world, 
she had followed the advice of her relatives by marrying the Baron — a step 
that she does not now regret. Prosper then explains his silence by saying 
that on leaving Louise after their last meeting, he had come into a collision 
with several gentlemen outside her house, which resulted in two duels, in 
the latter one of which he had received wounds severe enough to confine 
him to his room for some months, so that he had not been able to see 
Louise, it being impossible, meanwhile for her to have heard of the duels, 
even. It now occurs to both that the letter in question must still lie con- 
cealed in the statuette ; and with this idea they make a simultaneous rush 
for it — she to destroy the evidence of her former attachment, he to use it 
in a newer love-affair. After considerable fencing and trial of wits, compli- 
cated by the entrance of the Baron, Brisemouche, whose sole passion is 
for butterflies, Anatole, his nephew, who adores Mathilde, sister to 
Louise, Mlle. Zenobie, a prim old maid, who is trying to secure 
Anatole for a husband, and Suzanne de Russeville, Louise's cousin, 
Prosper secures the letter and conceals it, successfully as he thinks, but is 
challenged to give it up by Suzanne who seeks its destruction for the 
purpose of shielding Louise from her husband's jealousy. 

The interest now centers about the old love-letter — whether Prosper is 
to keep it, or not. Suzanne declares not only that she will find it, but 
that she will make him burn it. But Prosper is so sure of having concealed 
the scrap of paper successfully, that he tells Suzanne that it is in one of 
his two rooms, and defies her to find it. Suzanne now begins the search, 
aided by Louise, but die two are interrupted by the Baron, who, having 
observed Prosper's strange conduct in relation to the scrap of paper, has 
become jealous. Louise, alarmed at being discovered by her husband in 
Prosper's apartments, seeks refuge in the inner room, after which the 
Baron is admitted. To screen Louise and to explain her own presence 
on the premises, Suzanne tells the Baron that Prosper is her lover but 
has not behaved properly towards her ; at this the Baron explodes, which 
serves to complicate the already intricate plot still further. After many 
more strange and involved vicissitudes, the letter is finally burned by Pros- 
per, but not before the flame of love has touched his heart, through its instru- 
mentality, and he becomes engaged to Suzanne, to whose ingenuity and 
good offices it is due that great mischief was not caused by the innocent 
scrap of paper. 

COSTUMES. 

Prosper Couramont. Act i. White summer suit, straw hat. Acts 
2 and 3 First dress, fur dressing gown and fox-skin cap. Second 
dress, modern suit, with stiff hat. 

Baron de la Glaciere. Acts i and 2. French cap, Knickerbocker 
breeches, gaiters and shooting coat. Act 3. Evening dress. 

Brisemouche. Act 1. Light summer suit, soft felt hat. Acts 2 and 3. 
Shooting costume. 
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Anatole. Velvet coat, light trousers, straw hat, gloves. 

Baptists. French servant's livery. 

Francois. Groom's livery coat, white breeches and top boots. 

Louise de la Glaciere. Acts i and 2. Elegant morning dress. Act 
3. Evening dress. 

Suzanne de Russeville. Acts 1 and 2. Silk morning dress, scarf and 
bonnet. Act 3. Handsome evening dress. 

Mathilde. Acts 1 and 2. Riding habit Act 3. White muslin eve- 
ning dress. 

Zenobie. Acts 1 and 2. Modern Spanish hat and feather, dress 
looped up over petticoat, and balmoral boots. Act 3. White muslin dress 
with mauve sash. 

Madame Dupont. French country costume, French cap. 

Pauline. Servant maid's dress. 

STAGE SETTINGS. 
Act I. 



Landscape Backing- 
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ACT II. 
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Act III. 




Landscape Backing 

Door 
OPlant 




Door 



Tahiti 
EuyCkairs 



I 



SCENE PLOT. 

ACT I. 

Drawing-room in a French country house. Windows to the floor, R. C. 
and L. C, at back, looking out on gardens and park. The window L. C. 
is at first closed in with barred Venetian shutters. The window R. C. 
opens on the garden. Fire-place, C, between the windows, surmounted 
by a mirror. On each side of the mirror is a bracket, within reach of the 
hand ; the one R. supporting a statuette of Flora, the other, L., empty. 
Doors, R. 2 E. and L. 2 E. Sofas R. and L., up stage. At C. of stage 
is a round table, with a lamp, and an embroidery frame, a book and other 
objects scattered upon it in great disorder. Chairs R. and L. of table. 
Arm chairs R. C. and L. C, down stage. The furniture to be rich but old 
fashioned, and a little worn. Carpet down. 

ACT II. 

Room assigned to Prosper, in the house of Brisemouche. Door in 
flat, C. Window, R. 3 E. Door opening into bed-chamber, R. 2 E., ren- 
dered almost invisible by being covered with the same paper as the rest of 
the room, and adorned with a large picture. Fire-place, with wood fire, 
and mantel R. I E. An Egyptian mummy case and other curiosities, L. 3 
E. A high glass case, full of natural curiosities, L. 2 E. Door, L. 1 E. 
R. C, a large table bearing casket, books, an album, inkstand, large 
tobacco jar, letters, visiting cards, etc. Arm chairs R. and L. of this table. 
L. C, another table, covered with curiosities. Divan, up stage, R. Book 
case, up stage, L. Arm chairs, rocking chairs, stools, etc. Indian grass 
mats and skins of wild beasts on the floor. On all sides, maps, exotic 
plants, stuffed animals, Eastern weapons and ornaments, pipes, porcelain 
vases, traveler's tent, etc., etc. 

ACT III. ; 

Conservatory attached to the chateau. L. C, several exotic plants 
advancing in a clump upon the stage. L. 2 E , door leading to interior. 
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Table and easy chairs, same side. Door, C, opening upon (he park. 
Plants in tubs, R. Benches R. and L., up stage. R. z E., door opening 
into dining-room. At back, the glazed portion of the conservator; is lined 
with climbing plants. The scene is lighted withstanding lampsand Chinese 
lanterns. 

PROPERTIES. 

Act I. Suit of furniture ; statuette of Flora ; lamp, book, embroidery 
frame, miscellaneous objects, ad lib., for centre table; letter, butterfly and 
net for Brisemouche ; Chinese parasol and fan, and card for Prosper ; bell 
on table, luncheon bell, off stage; feather duster for Baptists; dusting 
cloth for Pa o link. 

Act II. Divan, book case, with books, glass case, two tables, arm 
chairs, rocking chairs, stools, etc. ; maps, exotic plants, stuffed animals, 
Eastern weapons and ornaments, pipes, porcelain vases, traveler's tent, 
mats, skins of wild beasts; on (able, R. C, table cover, casket, books, 
album, inkstand, pipes, letters, visiting cards, paper weight, vase, matches, 
lamp and tobacco jar, containing, among other things, a pink letter in a 
white unsealed envelope; other curiosities, ad lib.; letter and lighted 
lamp for Francois; tobacco and cigarette papers for Prosper ; guns for 
Brisemouche and Baron; shawl for Louise ; case of butterflies on table, 
L. C. ; two daggers, a string of shells, candle and clock on mantel, R. 

ACT III. Exotic plants in tubs, tables and chairs, benches, standing 
lamps and Chinese lanterns, fruit in basket, tray, gun, with wad of charred 
pink paper for Brisemouche; pencil for Anatole; shawl for Suzanne; 
coffee, served in small cups, lighted candle. 

STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

The player is supposed to be facing the audience. R., means right ; I_, 
left ; C, centre ; R. C, right of centre ; L. C, left of centre ; D. F„ door 
in the flat, or scene running across the tack of the stage ; R. F., right side 
of the flat ; L. F., left side of the flat ; R. D., right door ; L. D., left door ; 
I E., first entrance ; 2 E., second entrance ; U. E., upper enlrance ; I, 2 
or 3 G., first, second or third grooves; up stage, toward the back ; down 
stage, toward the footlights. 

R. R. C. C. L. C. L, 



—The text of ihij play is correctly reprinted from the original nuthotiitd 
tlan, without change. The Introductory matter has been carefully J 



itccted by copyright. 
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Scene — Drawing Rof>m in a French Country House. 

Baptists & dusting the cushions of the so/a, l.— Pauline, r., is rub- 
bing the legs of an old arm chair. 

Paul, {turning round the chair with disdain) Only just look at 
it ! Did you ever see such old fashioned rubbish ? But, what can 
you expect in the country? 

Bap. A pretty idea, indeed, of master to come down for his 
shooting to this out-of-tlie-way old house, when 1 had made up my 
mind to take him to Baden-Baden far my lumbago, [opens window 
shutter) 

Paul, [giving up work) I've enough of it far one — here we have 
been at it, in this dust, ever since five in the morning. 

Bap. [reclining) Yes : and after a whole day's railway shaking. 
(sealed) 

Paul, (throwing herself into an arm chair) Second class, too! 
that's how poor servants are treated ! 

Enter Madame Dupont, l. d. 

Mad. D. Welt, I'm sure ! is that the way you dust the fur- 
Bap. No, old lady, this is the way we rest ourselves. 

Paul. To whom have I the honor of speaking ? 

Mad. D. You have the honour of (crosses to c.) addressing your- 
self, young woman, to Madame Dupont, housekeeper of the 
chateau. 

Bap. (L.) Then I can't compliment you on your housekeeping, 
old lady. I should say this room has never seen besom or broom 
on it for the last two years. 

Mad. D. You are out there, my master— for it's three ! 

PML }(*»«***) Three years? 

Mad. D. (c.) Yes, three years! The room has never been 
opened since my poor old mistress, Madame de Merival, left for 
Paris, to take her daughter, my present mistress to be married to the 
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Baron de la Glaciere. She gave orders that this room was to be 
shut up until she came back. She never did come back, poor 
soul! for she died shortly after ma'amselle's marriage — three years 
ago. However, I always obey orders ; and not a thing was touched 
till my lady's sudden arrival last night, when she ordered all the 
house to be ready to receive company to-day — and now to work. 

Paul. We'll soon finish it off. (she begins to dust the statuette 
Flora) 

Mad. D. What are you about ? you musn't touch that image. 

Paul. But the creature's so covered with dust that she's posi- 
tively not decent. 

Mad. D. No matter ; nobody's allowed to touch Flora, since the 
dreadful misfortune that happened to Zephyr, her sweetheart, who 
stood opposite, {points to the other bracket) He was smashed to bits, 
poor little innocent. And, after that, nobody but Mademoiselle 
Louise was ever allowed, in my old lady's time, to dust the Flora. 

Paul. Very well, then, there's nothing more to do here. I shall 
go and have my cup of chocolate. 

Bap. And (crosses to R.) I to see after my medicated bath. 

Paul. And 1, to my Parisian correspondence, (with irony and 
a mock court sey) My humble respects, Madame Dupont. 

Bap. (likewise) Housekeeper of the chateau. 

Exeunt Servants R. D. , laughing. 

Mad. D. (dusting and arranging) Ugh! what a set! "My choc- 
olate : '* "my medicated bath:" "my Parisian correspon- 
dence." A pretty pass servants are come to ! 

Anatole has entered stealthily, by window, during this, R. c. 

Anat. (R., mysteriously) Madame Dupont ! 

Mad. D. (l.) Bless me, if it isn't Master Anatole! and here at 
the chateau. 

Anat. (as before) Has she come down yet? 

Mad. D. What, my Lady ? 

Anat. Oh, no ! Mademoiselle Mathilde. 

Mad. D. And pray where did you make acquaintance with 
Mademoiselle Mathilde ? She has never been at the chateau since 
she was a little girl— r so high. 

Anat. Oh, at Paris — where I went with my guardian, Mon- 
sieur Brisemouche — you know. 

Mad. D. Yes — our neighbor, who lives in the villa at the end 
of the Avenue. Why, here she is — just coming in from her ride ! 

Enter Mathilde r. c, in a riding habit, by window. 

Math. (r. saluting) Health and greeting to Monsieur Ana- 
tole ! 

Anat. (c. turning, startled) Oh, Mademoiselle Mathilde ! You 
are up, then ? 
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Math. Up, yes — up in my saddle, two hours ago. [gives 
Madame D. her hat and whip) Exit Madame D., r. 

Anat. (eagerly) Oh, Mademoiselle! 

Math, (mimicking) Oh, Monsieur Anatole ! 

Anat. I— I — (breaking down) I hope you have been quite well 
since last I had the pleasure of seeing you. 

Math, (as before) I — I — have been pretty well, I thank you. 

Anat. There — you are making fun of me again, as you used to 
do at Paris. 

Math. Utterly incapable of it, I assure you. Well — what have 
you been doing these last two months? 

Anat. Doing? Oh — nothing. 

Math. That s not much. 

Anat. Only scribbling a few poetical effusions. 

Math. Oh, show them to me ! 

Anat. I dare not. 

Math. Dare not ? 

Anat. No : they contain things I don't wish to tell you. 

Math. You shan't tell them me — I'll read them. 

Anat. Oh, no : you might be angry, and I couldn't bear that ; 
and so I'd better — (takes up his hat) that is to say — oh — nothing! 

Math. Well, if you've nothing to say, I'd better go. 

Anat. But I have a thousand things to say. 

Math. A thousand ! that's nine hundred and ninety-nine too 
many. Don't you think you had better take a turn in the park, 
just to pick ana choose : and then, when you come back, you 
can say something like this : •« Mademoiselle Mathilde — I am very 
silly." 

Anat. Oh, yes — I know that. 

Math. «• I've been expecting the arrival of a young friend — 
with a certain degree of impatience perhaps." 

Anat. Yes — reckoning every minute. 

Math; Very well — «' reckoning every minute : and now she is 
come, I don't dare to say what I've got on my mind, although 
there is nothing in it but what is perfectly proper and correct." 

Anat. Nothing, I swear ! 

Math. Now, that's what you had better go and repeat to your- 
self in the park ; and when you have got it by heart, you shall 
come back and say it to me ; and, we'll see then whether I shall 
be affronted or not. Good morning, Monsieur Anatole. 

Exit, R. door. 

Anat. Oh — Mademoiselle Mathilde ! She won't stop. It's all 
over now. I've said it at last — that is to say, she said it — but it's 
all one. I never thought I should have got through my declara- 
tion so cleverly. Come, there's nothing like pluck, after all ! 
(Mademoiselle Zenobie calls without, l. c, "Anatole — Ana- 
tole! ") Oh! Mademoiselle Zenobie, with my guardian — I can't 
face them now. I am so agitated. 
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An AT. escapes by one window, R. C, as M'dlle. 
Zero., followed by Brise., enters at the other, l. c. 

Zeno. Anatole ! Anatole ! gone — escaped ! 

Brise. [holding a butterfly-net ', in which is a butterfly) No such 
thing — I've got him — isn't he a beauty ? 

Zeno. Anatole ? 

Brise. (l.) No : my butterfly — a remarkable specimen, my 
dear. 

Zeno. Bother your butterfly ! Brother, brother, I tell you, 
you had better be looking after that flighty boy, than spending 
your time hunting for dirty insects. 

Brise. [sitting by table) My precious Zenobie, entomology is a 
science which never did harm to any living creature [sticks butterfly 
with a pin on his hat) 

Zeno. [snappishly) I tell you once more, brother, that you don't 
fulfil your duties as guardian to that child. 

Brise. A child ! poor dear little baby ! 

Zeno. It was all very well before you conceived the ridiculous 
idea of taking the boy with you to Paris ! 

Brise. It was necessary, my dear, for his law business. 

Zeno. And putting all sorts of notions into his head, by throw- 
ing him in the way of a quantity of improper Parisian flirts. 

Brise. I'm sure he only saw the best of company at Madame 
de la Glaciere's. 

Zeno. Madame de la Glaciere, indeed ! The greatest flirt that 
ever existed ! I'm sure she got herself prettily talked of before her 
marriage — only ask that absurd friend of yours, Monsieur Prosper 
Couramont, who has just arrived at your house from Cochin 
China, or Nova Zembla, or heaven knows where. 

Brise. Well, if she did flirt with Prosper a little before he went 
abroad, it was before she was married — what of that ? 

Zeno. What of that ? Flirting is flirting, before or af^er ; and 
she and her Parisian flighty friend, Mademoiselle Suzanne who is 
old enough to know better, are not fit associates for an innocent boy 
like that. 

Brise. And do you expect that he is to be an innocent boy all his 
life — tied to your apron strings ? I was an innocent boy once 
myself, and I am now a devil of a fellow 

Zeno. Brother, I insist on your holding your tongue ! You 
know you are going to say something shocking. 

Brise. Well, there, there ! We'll get him well married, to keep 
him out of harm's way. 

Zeno. Married ! [simpering) Well, there can be no objection 
to that, providing we find him a fitting prudent helpmate. 

Brise. The truth is, I have an idea 

Zeno. You? Nonsense! What's your idea, I should like to 
know? 
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Well — no — I haven't an idea. (goes up towards 
window, R.) 

Zeno. You've got some foolish notion in your head. Speak, 
sir — I insist on it. 

Enter Prosper, by window, R. C, dressed in an entire white suit, 
with a Chinese parasol over his head, and a Chinese fan, 

Prosp. Don't speak, Brisemouche ! (both turn) 

Zeno. (sharply) Sir ! 

Prosp. (c.) Don't speak, I tell you! When your amiable sister 
fails in violence, she will have recourse to the charms of persua- 
sive seduction, which will be all to her advantage [bows to 
Zenobie.) 

Brise. (l.) Oh, oh! as to seduction 

Zeno. (r.) Hold your tongue — you are going to say something 
shocking again, (crosses to Brisemouche — to Prosper). And do 
you mean to say you have been round the village in that outland- 
ish garb ? 

Prosp. I've been round the world in it ! (crosses to c.) And I 
may say triumphantly, I produced the most striking effect just 
now, on a charming girl I met on horseback — a charming girl ! 
She laughed in my face ! 

Zeno. I should think so, with that parasol and that fan ! Such 
an outrage on all decorum was never seen ! 

Prosp. Very frequently at Pekin. 

Brise. Yes, among such savages as the Chinese 

Prosp. Savages ! Listen to my European ! He thinks himself 
the great lord of civilization, when once he has sneered out the 
word '• Savages." Why, man, in these two highly civilized coun- 
tries, China and Japan, the savage would be you — with your 
whiskers like two mutton chops on either side of your face, and 
your chimney-pot of a hat on your head. 

Brise. I — a savage ? 

Prosp. Yes — you — I — Mademoiselle — all of us — in China ! My 
friend Brisemouche doesn't eat hashed puppy dogs and stewed 
birds* nest ; But he devours pickled oysters and snails a la pottlette. 
My friend Mademoiselle Zenobie doesn't pinch her little foot in a 
shoe the size of a walnutshell ; but she pinches her waist, and 
sticks out her dress with a cage of crinoline. I don't smoke opium 
— but I smoke twenty cigars a day — ruin my pocket, brutalize my 
faculties, and make myself a nuisance to every delicate nose ! 
Savages all of us, I tell you — savages ! 

Brise. I should like to see you come to a pitched battle with 
Mademoiselle Suzanne on these points ; and I'll wager she has the 
best of it. I know her arrival here is expected in the course of 
the day. 

Prosp. And pray, who is this redoubtable Mademoiselle 
Suzanne ? 
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Brise. Mademoiselle Suzanne de Russeville, cousin to Madame 
de la Glaciere, and godmother to her young sister, Mathilde-t — 

Prosp. Godmother, and still Madamoiselle t 

Brise. Although mistress of a large fortune, she has refused 
every offer, and chosen to remain single from the sheer love of 
independence. 

Zeno. Ridiculous affectation ! Don't talk of her — she's highly 
improper ! 

Brise. At any rate, though she does live in the midst of the best 
Parisian society in the most independent style 

Zeno. The audacious creature ! 

Brise. She makes a better use of her freedom than most women 
do of their 

Zeno. Hold your tongue, brother ! (crosses to R.) You are going 
to say something shocking. 

Brise. (seeing the Baron de la Glaciere, l. door) Hush, 
hush, my dear! here comes our host, the Baron de la Glaciere — 
as usual, all life, spirits, and gaiety. 

Enter the Baron, l. door. 

Zeno. My dear Baron, (crosses to L.J I'm delighted to see you ! 
How is your dear lady — slept well, I nope, after the fatigues of 
her journey ? 

Baron, (cold and impassive) Perfectly. 

Brise. Is she visible yet ? 

Baron. Yes. 

Brise. We will go and pay our respects, (crosses to L.) Allow 
me to present to you my friend, Monsieur Prosper Couramont, 
who is staying in my house. He wants to speak to you on a mat- 
ter of considerable importance. 

Baron. Very well, (seated L. of table). 

Prosp. (aside) It isn't a man — it's a polar bear! 

Brise. Come, Zenobie, you know when men want to talk in 
private 

Zeno. Silence, you were going to say something improper ; you 
know you were. 

Exeunt Brisemouche ^//Mademoiselle Zenobie, 
l. door. Baron motions Prosper to be seated. 

Prosp. You won't think me rude, Baron, if, at this very early 
period of our acquaintance, I ask a favor of you ? (seated. ) 

Baron. Want to shoot over my land ? 

Prosp. (sitting) Not exactly. The game I have in view is not 
precisely what you mean. 

Baron, (coolly) Ah ! 

Prosp. I am a queer, frank fellow ; and I always go straight to 
the point. I daresay you will be surprised to hear that, though 
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I've come all the way from the other end of the world to get mar- 
ried, it is nevertheless very much against my will. 
Baron, (as before) Ah ! 

Prosp. Now, I'll tell you how. I am the only heir of my uncle, 
who' is enormously rich, and still more enormously obstinate. I 
have always been a sort of careless devil, and never took much 
care of my money — that may surprise you. 
Baron. Not in the least. 

Prosp. My travels round the world have played the deuce and 
all with my fortune ; you naturally ask, why I should have under- 
taken them. 

Baron. No, I don't. 

Prosp. No? Then you don't want to know how the cruel 
treachery of a heartless coquette compelled me to seek oblivion on 
the stormy brine? 
Baron. No. 

Prosp. No ? But, of course, you must be impatient to learn the 
reasons which compel me to marry. 
Baron. No. 

Prosp. You'll excuse me, but it's indispensably necessary you 
should 'be impatient to learn them; or else I shouldn't have any 
earthly reason for telling you them. 

Baron, {coolly) Very well — I'm all impatience. 
Prosp. Thank you ! your obvious impatience I will relieve at 
once. About a month ago, after tossing more or less on the afore- 
said stormy brine for the space of three years, I knocked, with all 
my crocodiles, stuffed parrots, and pet monkeys, at the door of the 
uncle I just mentioned. He lives about a mile from here, in a 
sort of dilapidated owl's nest. "Ah, you vagabond," said he, 
"itisyou, is it?" "Yes," said I, "it is." " And are you married ?" 
said he. " Married?" said I, "do you think I've brought home 
the Queen of the Cannibal Islands?" " Heartless ruffian," said 
he, " here have I condemned myself to the miseries of celibacy, 
entirely on your account, expecting you to marry and bring home 
a wife to make my gruel for me ; and you persist on leaving me a 
solitary anchorite in my hermitage." He was speaking of the 
owl's nest — "Go," said he, " there are plenty of charming girls in 
the neighborhood, and if you don't present me with a niece-in-law 
in six months' lime, I will marry my maid-of-all-work, and cut 
you off with a sou." Now what do you say to that ? 
Baron. Nothing. 

Prosp. Nothing? Very well, then — we won't say another word 
about it. Well, I at once took up my quarters at the house of 
Brisemouche, your neighbor, who always has a bachelor den ready 
for me. I told him my dilemma, and he at once suggested a way 
out of it. He described your charming sister-in-law as just the 
wife for me — advised me to pay you a visit, make your acquaint- 
ance, and propose for the young lady's hand. I have paid you 
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a visit, made your acquaintance, and I hereby propose for the 
young lady's hand, (rises) 

Baron. Very gooct. 

Prosp. Well, then, what do you say ? 

Baron. I don't say "no." 

Prosp. Then you say " yes." 

Baron. No. 

Prosp. Then, my dear sir, what the deuce do you say ? 

Baron. You must see my wife and her sister — it's their affair. 
(rings — Baron rises) 

Prosp. So be it — I had the honor of knowing Madame de la 
Glaciere before her marriage, three years ago, when I was staying 
with Brisemouche, but not her charming sister, who was then at 
school. 

Enter Pauline, r. door. 

Baron. Tell your mistress, a gentleman requests to see her. 
Prosp. And give her my card at the same time. 

Exit Pauline, l. door, with card. 

Baron. Stop to lunch if you like. 

Prosp. Enchanted ! 

Baron. Excuse me now — I must go and look after my dogs. 
( crosses to R. C. ) We have a shooting party after luncheon — 
you can come with us if you like. Exit by window, R. c. 

Prosp. Cordial creature ! I have made easy work of the hus- 
band — and now for the wife. His wife ! Louise ! Pretty changes 
three years have brought about ! Not in this room, though — it 
looks exactly as when 1 last saw it — the table — the ornaments — 
the same — and the very same piece of embroidery, (taking up 
book) "Genevieve!" the very book we were reading. Why, 
it's the palace of the sleeping beauty in the wood, with every- 
thing asleep in its place. 

Enter the Baroness, LOUISE DE LA Glaciere, l. door. 

Louise. Till you come to wake it up, my fairy Prince. 

Prosp. (turning) Louise ! (checking himself) Madam ! 

Louise, (showing card) I could scarcely believe my eyes when 
I read this well known name. And it is really you ? (sits) 

Prosp. Positively I, and no other — am I so changed, then ? 

Louise. Indeed you are ! 

Prosp. Frank, at all events. I will be as candid — time has 
passed you by. 

Louise. As gallant as ever, I see — but you are wrong — I am 
changed entirely. 

Prosp. Entirely ? What, does nothing then remain of the heart 
which, three years ago, promised mine so bright a dream of happi- 
ness? 
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Louise. Nothing whatever — there's not a scrap of my heart, nor 
a thought of my mind, that does not belong to its proper owner. 

Prosp. A sad change indeed. (sighs) 

Louise. Now, don't sigh in that silly way, my dear Prosper — 
Our idle flirtation, I'm sure, has no more real place in your heart 
than it has in mine — We shall always be good friends, and have 
long talks about your travels, and so on. And now, what did you 
wish to see me about? 

Prosp. About my marriage. 

Louise. Marriage ! tell me all about it — with whom ? 

Prosp. With your sister, Mademoiselle Mathilde de Merival. 

Louise. Mathilde ! She's a mere child. 

Prosp. There are no children now, madam, except babies in 
arms. 

Louise. But she doesn't even know you. 

Prosp. So much the better — the unknown has so many charms. 

Louise. How do you know but what she may love somebody 
else? 

Prosp. I should be delighted to hear it. 

Louise. Delighted ? 

Prosp. Certainly, my dear madam. I've been in China, and 
know something about teas — It's a capital plan to pour boiling 
water on the tea leaves, in order to open them, and then throw it 
away — the first infusion is apt to be bitter — the next cup is sure to 
be all the more agreeable. — So with love, my dear madam, — 
throw the first infusion away ; and the second will have all the 
real flavour. 

Louise. You are not so much changed as I thought — you are as 
absurd as ever, I see. 

Prosp. You are happy, I presume? 

Louise. Perfectly : I love my husband devotedly — (rises) — and 
if I have a regret, it is that I should have deluded myself into 
the belief I ever cared for another. 

Prosp. There you see — you have flung your first infusion away ; 
and the matrimonial cup is all the sweeter for it. Why should you 
deprive your charming sister of the same advantage ? 

Louise. Prosper, with my consent, this absurd marriage shall 
never take place. I was a silly, frivolous, foolish coquette — if you 
will — when first I knew you, sir. Much as I deceived myself in 
fancying I was attached to you, I will not have the remembrance 
of my folly forced upon me, by the presence, in my family — before 
my husband's eyes — of one whom I have ever permitted to 

Prosp. Don't stop — to utter words of love, which you so sweetly 
echoed. 

Louise, (angrily at first — then calmly) You yourself have proved 

how right I am Come, come, be generous. — It is butlittle I ask of 

you. — You do not even know my sister — give up the idea of her, 
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*nd leave the house ; be assured, I shall ever feel for you the 
truest friendship. 

Prosp. I am very sorry — but I don't believe it. 

Louise. You don't believe 

Prosp. In your friendship — no — no more than I would counsel 
you to believe in mine. You are right in saying that what we both 
thought love — yes — both — was nothing of the sort, — But, besides 
wounded affection, there is such a thing as wounded vanity. — 
Three years ago you dropped me like a hot potatoe. (Prosper ad- 
vances to Louise — she retreats to L.) That potatoe' s not cold yet — 
I have nursed it at the poles, and roasted it at the tropics ; the ashes 
of wounded vanity still glow in it ; and nothing but revenge can 
quench them. 

Louise. What do you mean? (seated t taking up embroidery) 

Prosp. Everything around us remains exactly as when we 
last met. It will require the very smallest effort of imagination 
on your part to believe the interval of three years only one 
night — that our parting was but yesterday. Well — yesterday you 
were sitting there working at that very same piece of embroidery — 
(seated) 1 was sitting here reading aloud this identical book ; your 
mother dozed in yonder arm chair — but dozed so lightly that our 
love could only be expressed in looks and sighs, and little notes 
flicked across the table — notes that I, poor innocent that I was, 
never failed to burn, (rises) Look ! even our beloved post-box — 
that statuette of Flora — is still there, as it was three years ago 
— I mean yesterday. Well then — yesterday evening, Mademoi- 
selle Louise de Mevival, you left me with the sweet consoling 
words, " We meet again to-morrow " — and this morning I find you 
Baroness de la Glaciere. You must admit the transformation ap- 
pears rather abrupt. 

Louise. And whose was the fault? your's — and your's alone ! 

Prosp. Mine ? 

Louise. Why were you not near me to prevent the wicked Baron 
from carrying me off? 

Prosp. Where was I ? On leaving you last night — three years 
ago — instead of going home to bed, I stayed standing on the 
damp grass to gaze upon your window — I had lighted a cigar and 
was emitting smoke and sighs together, when all at once I saw a 
little bright spot before me. It wasn't a glow-worm — it was 
another cigar. 

Louise. A cigar ! 

Prosp. Yes ; with a man behind it — one of your ardent admirers, 
Monsieur de Riviere. — Mutual surprise, considerably augmented 
by the discovery of a third bright spot ! It was a third cigar — 
with a third man behind it — Monsieur deTonnere, another of your 
ardent admirers. 

Louise. Ah ! (rises) 

Prosp. Three burning hearts offering the incense of their love 
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and their cigars beneath your window! Stormy explanations 
ensued; and two very satisfactory little duels were the con- 
sequence. 

Louise. Good heavens ! 

Prosp. De Tonnere contrived to give me a lunge through the 
arm, which caused me to be carried home fainting, and put to bed 
in a state of high fever and delirium — and there's where I was. 

Louise. But my letter must have explained 

Prosp. Your letter ? 

Louise. Yes — the letter that I wrote to tell you of my mother's 
determination to start for Paris at daybreak — to marry me to the 
Baron de la Glaciere. I scarce know what I wrote ; but you must 
know — you must remember. 

Prosp. Upon my honor, this is the first word I have heard of 
it. 

Louise. Do not say that. I came down here by stealth to place 
the letter in the usual spot — certain that you would seek, and find 
it there the next morning. 

Prosp. But the next morning I was in a bed with a high fever, 
I tell you. 

Louise, (rising aiarmed) But if you did not take it, who did ? 
Where can the letter be ? 

Prosp. Where it was, perhaps — inside the Flora ! 

Louise. Yes — this room has never been opened since. 

Prosp. Then the letter must be still there. 

Louise. I scarce dare look. 

Prosp. Never mind, I will. 

Louise, (eagerly) No ! I, I. (they both go up to Flora) 

Enter the Baron De La Glaciere by r. c. window* 

Prosp. (turning sharply t with coolness) Your dogs are all right, 
my dear sir ? 

Baron. All right, (crosses to C. — to Louise) What's the matter? 

Louise. Nothing. 

Baron. You seem agitated. 

Prosp. Yes : the subject of our conversation — the object of my 
interview — was of a nature to 

Baron, (c.) Oh ! exactly — your offer. 

Prosp. (r.) Precisely so. 

Baron, (to Louise) Well ? 

Prosp. Well, it appears it's a settled affair. 

Louise, (l.) I have convinced Monsieur Couramont that there 
are serious obstacles in the way. 

Baron. Ah ! 

Prosp. I beg your pardon ! Obstacles to me are only stimulants. 

Enter Mathilde, l. door t followed by Zenobie, Anatole and 

Brisemouche. 

Math, (kissing Louise) Good morning, sister dear. 



18 A SCRAP OF PAPER. 

Prosp. (aside) Sister ! She ! My enchanting horsewoman of this 
morning ! (aloud) No, no : unless the lady herself objects, I shall 
endeavour to stand my ground. 

Baron. Quite right — try your luck (goes up R.) 

Louise, (low to Prosper) This is neither delicate nor generous 
of you : but, at the same time, it is perfectly useless, believe me. 
(goes up) 

Zeno. (coming down to Anatole — apart to him) I forbid you to 
say one word to that Mademoiselle Mathilde, sir. (takes Anatole 
away) 

Brise. (coming down to Prosper) Well, how do you get on ? 
What does the Baroness say to your suit? (crosses to R.) 

Prosp. She has declared against me. But I defy her. Brise- 
mouche, did you ever see two men aim at one partridge? That's 
exactly what I and the Baroness are doing. The partridge is 
there. 

Brise. A partridge ? Where ? 

Prosp. (turning, and seeing Louise on the point of raising up the 
statuette of Flora) By Jove ! she's going to bring it down ! 

Enter Mademoiselle Suzanne De Russeville, l. c. 

Suz. Here I am at last ! 

(everybody tutns round- Louise is obliged to put down the statuette) 

Brise. ) Mademoiselle de Russeville ! 

Louise. > Suzanne ! 

Math. ) Ah, my dear godmother ! 

Prosp. (while the Baroness goes to embrace Suzanne) She has 
missed this time. Now it's my turn ! (goes up to the Flora, but is 
stopped by Zenobie, who intercepts his passage) 

Suz. (kissing the Baroness and Mathilde) How d'ye do — how 
d'ye do ? 

Math. I'll see that your room is ready. Exit, L. door. 

Suz. How do you do, cousin? (to Baron, r.) You know you 
are a bear — but I'll allow you to hug me for once in a way. Ah, 
Monsieur Brisemouche ! 

Brise. (presenting Anatole) My young ward, whom I think you 
met in Paris. 

Zeno. (plucking Anatole, who is advancing towards Suzanne) 
Come away, sir, the impudent creature may want to kiss you next! 

Suz. (pulling Anatole towards her) Now you shall see how I'll 
make the dear boy blush ! (offers her hand, which he is obliged to 
kiss) There! Didn't I tell you he'd blush? (bowing to Zenobie) 
Mademoiselle Zenobie, as fresh as ever, I see. 

Zeno. (r., curtesying stiffly) Mademoiselle ! (she pulls away Ana- 
tole, and gives nim a scolding apart) 

Louise, (l. , turning and seeing Prosper, who has gone up, and 
at that moment has his hand on Flora) Monsieur Couramont ! 



A SCRAP OF PAPER. 1 9 

Prosp. Missed 1 

Louise, (presenting Prosper eagerly, so as to oblige him to come 
down) Monsieur Prosper, allow me to present you to Mademoiselle 
de Russeville. 

Suz. Delighted ! (looking at both of them, aside) Hum ! hum ! 
There's something going on here ! 

(BrisemouChe behind table, c— Baron by his side, r. — Ana- 
tole and Zzsobie on sofa l,) 

Prosp. (l.) I have long been desirous of being introduced to 
you, Mademoiselle. 

Suz. You are fond of curiosities, I believe ? 

Brise. He has collected them from all parts of the world. He is 
a mighty traveller 

Suz. A man's happy privilege ! How is a poor woman to 
scamper over the world in steel hoops and crinoline petticoats ? 
What is the greatest curiosity you have seen in the world ? 

Prosp. The greatest curiosity ? Woman, of course ! 

Suz. It seems you have studied the animal. 

Prosp. Yes, as Brisemouche does insects and reptiles. 

Suz. I hope you have not found any venomous specimens. 

Prosp* Sometimes — and they are generally the fairest to the eye. 
(turns to look at the Baroness, and sees her about to take down 
the Flora — aside) She's at it again ! (aloud) I was just making that 
identical remark to Madame de la Glaciere — wasn't I ? (by direct- 
ly addressing the Baroness, he forces her to drop the Flora, which 
she has just lifted and come down — he offers her a chair, and thus 
obliges her to sit) I was comparing woman to a bird with a sharp 
beak, long claws and varied plumage, which it is always striving 
to show off to the best advantage, and moults at every caprice of 
fashion. 

Suz. Indeed ! And would you speak in that tone of your mother, 
or your sister, or your wife ? 

Prosp. I haven t got one. 

Suz. Then, that's the reason you are so deficient in your knowl- 
edge of natural history. 

Prosp. But, my dear madam, the exception only proves the rule. 

Suz. But, my dear sir, the rule is wholly made up of exceptions. 

Prosp. Well, I confess I believed in exceptions, until 

Suz. Until what? 

Prosp. Until two or three pleasant attempts were made to poison 
me. Since then, even in our civilized country, where poisons 
take the shape of perfidy and breach of faith* I have sworn never 
to be without an antidote. 

Brise. Bless my soul, an antidote ! Of what nature ! 

Prosp. Oh, the merest trifle, sometimes, is enough — a mere 
scrap of paper, perhaps — a morsel of handwriting. 

Suz. (aside) He means some letter. Hum ! hum ! What is all 
this? 
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Brise. Fie, fie ! you wouldn't use such a weapon against a 
woman. 

Prosp. I would — as a shield, not a sword. Such a system is 
permissible by the moral code of every nation. 

Brise. There ! we shall have him citing his darling Chinese now. 

Prosp. Why not? They are our superiors in many things — 
their porcelain, for instance. Now compare with Chinese works 
of art this little Sevres ornament for instance, (to the Baroness) 
It is a statuette of Flora, I perceive, (takes down the Flora.) 

Louise, (alarmed) Stop, sir ! 

Prosp. Don't be alarmed, madam ! I know all its value. 

Louise, (trying to stop him) Give it to me — it's covered with dust. 

Prosp. (coming down with it) Don't give yourself the trouble. 
(aside) I feel the letter. 

Louise, (trying to dust with her handkerchief) Allow me, with my 
handkerchief 

Prosp. No, no! I'll blow on it — that will do. (turns away as if 
to blow the dust off the statuette) 

Suz. (seising the hand of Baroness to stop her — apart) Your 
husbana's eyes are upon you. 

Louise. Oh ! did you but know ! (the letter falls) Ah ! (Prosper 
puts his foot hastily on the letter) 

Suz. (aside) A letter ! I was sure of it ! 

Prosp. {giving the Flora to the Baroness) It is evident you set 
great store by this little ornament, madam. 

Louise, (low to him) What you are doing is shameful, sir ! 

(the bell rings without for luncheon.) 

Enter Mathilde, l. door. 

Math. Luncheon is ready. 

Brise. (getting up) I'm not sorry to hear it. 

Anat. (rising hastily and getting away from Zenobie.) No, nor I. 

Zeno. (apart to Anatole) I forbid you to sit by the side of that 
Mademoiselle Mathilde. 

Anat. But I 

Zeno. I forbid you, I say. 

Math, (seizing hold of Anatole) You'll give me % your arm, 
Monsieur Anatole ? 

Zeno. I forbid you. (turning, she finds herself opposite to the 
Baron, who offers her \is arm formally, she is obliged to except— the 
Baroness, unwillingly, takes the arm of Brisemouche, and keeps 
looking back at Prosper — the party gradually prepare to go out L. 
door) 

Suz. (to Prosper, who never stirs, and stands with his foot on the 
letter) My dear sir, don't you mean to offer me your arm ? 

Prosp. I beg your pardon, but I've let fall my handkerchief. 
(lets fall his handkerchief and picks up the letter with it) 

Suz. (low to him) Come, come ! Give it up like a gentleman. 
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Prosp. (low to her) Give up what ? 

Suz. The letter ! 

Prosp. My antidote ? No, I thank you. 

Suz. I'll make you give it up. 

Prosp. I'll bet you anything you like, you won't. 

Suz. I'll bet you any thing you like, I will. 

Baron, (turning back) Are you coming, you two ? 

Prosp. (aloud) Deign to accept my arm, madame. 

Suz. So you are a collector of curiosities ? I think I shall be able 
to show you a few curious matters which may astonish you, great 
traveller as you are ! 

Prosp. (laughing) In instruments of warfare ? 

Suz. In instruments of warfare. Have you ever met with any 
Amazons in your travels ? They say it is a fabulous race — not 
quite, my dear sir ; not quite, I can assure you — I'm an Amazon ! 
Only, now-a-days people call us old maids, blue stockings, or 
strong-minded women ! 

(they go up towards L. door, laughing) 

CURTAIN. 



ACT II. 

Scene — Room assigned to Prosper, in the House of Brisemouche. 

Prosper Couramont is seatea^in an easy chair, R., before the table, 
wrapped in a fur dressing-gown, with a fox-skin cap on his head. 

Prosp. A pretty climate, upon my word ! There's no sense about 
it ! Before luncheon it was as hot as Calcutta ; and now, later in 
the afternoon, it is as cold as Siberia ! (throws another log on the 
fire) I can't stand caprice even in the weather. The male beings 
are out shooting. I wish them joy of their sport, (warms himself 
atfire) 

Francois appears at c. door. 

What do you want? Come in, do — and shut the door! I didn't 
ring. 

Fran. A letter for you, sir. The messenger waits for an answer. 

Prosp. (taking the letter) Ah, from my uncle again ! I know his 
letter by heart before I read it — every day the same story ! "Heart- 
less reprobate ! where is your wife?" (reading) Of course — 

••Heartless reprobate! where is" The twentieth edition, 

neither amended nor corrected, (throws the letter into the fire) Say 
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that I'll be with him in less than an hour, and have my horse sad- 
dled. (Exit Francois, c. door) I can be there and back again in 
less than no time! I'll see the precious old gentleman myself 
and tell him I've found a wife — a charming wife — a delicious little 
wife ! (rolling up a cigarette) I'll win her, spite woman's wit and 
woman's wiles. Ah-! you defy me to mortal combat — do you, 
Mademoiselle Suzanne ? You want to steal my antidote — do you, 
Mademoiselle Suzanne ? Possession is nine points to the good for 
me ; but how to keep possession ? The lining of my hat was a 
good place of concealment ; but I've had a warning in hat linings. 
I once slipped a billet doux into my hat, left it on a ferocious brother's 
table ; he picked it up, thought it was his own, and has worn my 
letter on his head ever since. My own room was the place — but 
locks are not to be trusted, and servants still less. My casket, to 
be sure, has a secret spring ; but caskets can be carried off bodily. 
I daresay some people might think it the simplest affair in the 
world to hide a scrap of paper. No such thing! It was a 
problem — the knottiest of problems — and I consider that I made 

a stroke of genius, by concealing my prize in (a knock at c. 

door) Who's there? Come in. 

Enter Anatole, c. door. 

Prosp. (r.) Oh, it's you, my young friend! You are not out 
shooting with the other gentlemen then? 

Anat. (l., awkward and embarrassed \ but trying to put on a 
dignified air) No, sir. 

Prosp. Mademoiselle Zenobie was afraid of your meeting with 
some accident, probably. All right! sit down. Take a cigar? 

Anat. (as before) I thank you, sir ; I don't smoke. 

Prosp. (sits R. of table) Ah, to* be sure ! Mademoiselle Zenobie 
objects to smoking. 

Anat. The fact is, sir, I am not here for the purpose of smoking, 
but of having a serious conversation with you. 

Prosp. (seated, R. of table, by fire) Indeed ! 

Anat. I nave learned by chance from my guardian, this morn- 
ing, that you have asked the hand of Mademoiselle Mathilde de 
Merival in marriage. 

Prosp. Quite true ; what then ? 

Anat. Why then, sir, I beg to inform you that I am in love with 
Mademoiselle Mathilde, arid that my most ardent desire is to make 
her my wife. 

Prosp. That is to say, if Mademoiselle Zenobie does not 
object. 

Anat. Mademoiselle Zenobie has nothing to do with it, sir. It is 
an affair between you and me. Will you have the kindness to tell 
me whether you still persist in your intention ? 

Prosp. (aside) Poor boy ! (aloud) My reply will be brief- 
Yes. 
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Anat. Well then, sir, you know the consequence. 

'Prosp. You don't mean a duel ? 

Anat. I do. What else should I mean ? 

Prosp. Very well. But as there are several ways of duelling, 
may I ask which you prefer? 

Anat. I give you the choice, sir. 

Prosp. Thank you. I own I have a sort* of weakness for the 
Japanese fashion 

Anat. [getting up) The Japanese fashion by all means ! I shall 
have the honour of sending you my second — 

Prosp. Oh, quite unnecessary ! The affair can be settled at 
once. 

Anat. (fulling off his gloves) Such a proceeding is contrary to 
all established rules — but no matter — I'm your man ! 

Prosp. (fetching two Malay daggers, and presenting them 
politely) Here are the tools for the job. Take your choice ! 

Anat. One of these? 

Prosp. Of course. (Anatole takes one) You have taken the 
biggest — but never mind. And now [sits aown) you are the chal- 
lenging party, have the kindness to begin. 

Anat. (turning in an attitude of defence, and surprised at seeing 
Prosper quietly seated) Begin ! How ? 

Prosp. (coolly) By ripping yourself up. 

Anat Rip myself up r 

Prosp. Yes, it's the Japanese manner of proceeding. They call 
it " the happy despatch.' The challenger rips himself up first, and 
then the challenged is bound in honour to follow his example. 
Proceed — I'll follow you immediately ! 

Anat. I am not to be made game of, sir ! We are in France here, 
not in Japan ; and your fashion is utterly absurd. 

Prosp. My dear fellow, the whole fashion of duelling is utterly 
absurd. In the first place, if we fought in the usual manner, / 
should Y\\\you to a dead certainty. 

Anat. Sir? 

Prosp. Oh, I should, I give you my word ! And then you couldn't 
prevent me marrying the lady. But if you rip yourself, and I have 
to do the same, you won't marry her, to be sure — but you'll have 
the pleasure of knowing that I can't either 

Anat. You are treating me like a child, sir ! 

Prosp. (rising and holding out his hand) Say rather, like a friend. 
Come, my dear boy, let us fight out our fight after a more sensi- 
ble manner— with our own stout hearts and mother-wits. You 
say you love Mademoiselle Mathilde — so far, so good. For aught I 
know, she may be very fond of you — so far so better. But, at the 
same time, allow me to flatter myself, that if you have made an 
impression, it's just possible I may do so too, especially as you 
haven't your guardian's consent to the marriage — and what's 
more, never will have. 
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Anat. Never will have ! Why ? 
Prosp. (laughing) Why ! 

Zeno. (without, knocking at c. door) Monsieur Prosper ! 
Prosp. (laughing and pointing at door) That's why! But I'll be 
off — I can't snow myself to ladies in this trim. 
Zeno. (without) May we come in ? 
Prosp. Come in by all means ! (Exit into bed room* R. ) 

Enter Mademoiselle Zenobie and Mathil.de, c. door. 

Zeno. (looking round) Well, where is Monsieur Prosper? 

Prosp. (from his room) I'm here ! I beg pardon — I was dressed 
as a wild Indian : and I should have frightened you into fits. 

Zeno. It is for us to beg pardon, We expected to find Made- 
moiselle de RusseviLle and the gentlemen here : they are coming to 
inspect your museum. 

Prosp. Pray inspect by all means! (without, r.) 

Math, (going up) What a quantity of pretty things ! 

Zeno. (apart to Anatole, whilst Mathilde is looking round) 
You know very well I object to your being with Monsieur Prosper 
—-he's a very dangerous acquaintance. 

Anat You won't let me speak to a soul next. Now, it's Mon- 
sieur Prosper — now, it's Mademoiselle de Russeville — now, it's 
Mademoiselle Mathilde (comes down) 

Zeno. (r.) And pretty attention you pay to what I say ! But 
this I tell you — if you can't behave better, back to your tutor, the 
Abbe Boulet, you go. 

Math. (l„ calling) Monsieur Anatole — come here ! Look, Mon- 
sieur Anatole ! (calling louder) 

Zeno. You'll not stir, (sits down, R., and looks over illustrated 
books) 

Math, (coming down to Anatole) Pretty behaviour! so I am to 
run after you, am I ? Oh, yes ! I see — Mademoiselle Zenobie has 
forbidden you to speak to me. (sits, L. C.) 

Anat. (c.) But, Mademoiselle 

Zeno. Anatole — bring me a footstool. 

Anat. Yes, ma'am, (fetches a footstool) 

Math, (low to Anatole) I forbid you to give it to her. 

Anat. (bringing the footstool) But I 

Math, (showing her feet) And put it there directly, sir ! 

Anat. (between the two women with the footstool) But really, I don't 
know — 

Zeno. (r.) Why, you've got the footstool in your hands. 

Anat. Have I ? Oh, yes ! (looking at Mathilde, who keeps 
pointing at her own feet) but — Mademoiselle Mathilde asked me 
too. 

Math, (l.) Oh, if Mademoiselle Zenobie desires her footsto- l t 
pray give it to her. (Anatole during the following, keeps going 
from one to the other) 
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Zeno. {tartly) You are too kind mademoiselle. 

Math. It is only due from a girl of my age to a woman of yours. 

Zeno. [pushing away the footstool which An atole .^presents) The 
difference is not so great that I should deprive you ofthe footstool, 
mademoiselle. 

Math, (rejecting the footstool which Anatole presents) Then 
pray accept it as a delicate attention of Monsieur Anatole — which 
I give up to you. 

Zeno. (aside) Insolent minx ! 

Math, (aside) Take that, my dear I (rises) 

Zeno. (rising, apart to Anatole) You go back to your tutor's 
this very evening. 

Math, (apart to him on the other side) If you answer her one 
word, I'll never speak to you again in my life. 

(Anatole sits down on the footstool in despair) 

Enter Brisemouche, c. door, in shooting attire, with gun-— follow- 

ed by Mademoiselle de Russevlle. 

Brise. May we come in ? 

Enter Prosper Couramont, dressed, R. door. 

Prosp. By all means! — by all means! 

Suz. (entering — to Prosper) You see, sir, I make the most war- 
like entry, like an enemy armed to the teeth. Are you prepared 
to repulse me ? 

Prosp. As an Eastern traveller, I have but to say, " A ray of 
sunlight has the right to enter everywhere." (bows to her) 

Math. And if one isn't a ray of sunlight ? 

Prosp. (bowing to her) The perfume of the rose has the same 
privilege. 

Math, (low to Anatole) He's a great deal more gallant than 
you are. 

Prosp. Well, what have you killed to day ? 

Brise. Between us all — just one dog ! 

Prosp. But I thought your friend the Baron was a crack shot ? 

Brise. De la Glaciere ? I don't know what's the matter with him 
this afternoon. He was more silent and morose than ever, and 
missed every bird. I left him with Baptiste, who accompanied us. 
(coming upon Anatole with his gun as if he came upon a hare) 
Poor puss — on her form — Holloa ! what are you doing here ? 

Zeno. He is going back to his tutor's. 

Brise. On that footstool ? 

Zeno. This very evening — to continue his studies. 

Brise. But, my dear gin, I don't see the necessity. 

Anat. Nor I. (rises) 

Zeno. But I insist upon it ! (goes up) There, go and pack up. 

Anat. I'm going — I'm going ! (aside, going, l.) But I m not gone 
yet. Hang old Zenobie ! Exit, l. door* 
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(Prosper standing \ Zenobie seated \ Suzanne behind her; 
Brisemouche seated on divan ; Mathilde going here and 
there) 

Suz. Well, I must say, the collection of curiosities in this room 
is most remarkable. 

Prosp. Including the collector? 

Suz. Especially the collector, who sits on an American easy 
chair before a Flemish table covered with an Algerine table cloth, 
and smokes Turkish tobacco in a German pipe — or after a dinner 
a la Russe, at which he has talked "sport" in English, drinks a 
Chinese beverage out of Dresden porcelain, asks for Italian music, 
and then calls himself a Frenchman ! 

Math, {holding up a string of shells) Oh, what pretty shells ! 
(comes down) 

Prosp. A present from the Queen of the Cannibal Islands 

{crosses to c.) 

Zeno. A collar, I see. 

Prosp. (to Zenobie and Suzanne) Yes. (to himself) It is really 
a petticoat ; but I did not like to say so. 

Math, (tl.) Oh, Anatole ! what, is he gone ? (goes up) 

Zeno. Gone, mademoiselle. 

Math, (to Prosper) Many thanks for your kindness, sir. Are 
you coming, godmamma? 

Suz. I'll follow you immediately. 

Brise. (to Mathilde. who is going out, L.) Are you going that 
way ? 

Math. Yes ; it's the shortest cut to the chateau, (aside) And that's 
the way Anatole went. Exit, L. 

Brise. I'll be off too — who knows — we may contrive to bring 
down another dog. 

Zeno. (about to go out door, c. ) Are you not coming mademoi- 
selle ? 

Suz. Thank you, I'll follow Mathilde. 

Brise. Good-bye, Prosper! 

Exit c. door, preceded by Zenobie. 

Suz. (with her hand on L. door, as if ready to go) I wish you 
good sport, (to Prosper) I have the honor, sir, Tas Prosper goes 
up and closes door, c, and bows to her — coming hack and seating 
himself, l.\ to wish you a very good day ! 

Prosp. (r.) Oh, oh, I thought you were beating a retreat 

Suz. (l.) Before giving battle ? It's very clear you don't know 
me. But, first, do you mean to keep the letter? 

Prosp. I mean to keep it. 

Suz. Well then, before coming to actual hostilities, suppose we 
interchange a few diplomatic notes, (l. of table, R. C.) 

Prosp. (r. of table, R. c.) A few diplomatic notes, by aUmeans. 
(both seated) 
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Suz. Note one — On our side we make an appeal to the honor of 
our adversary, and simply ask whether he thinks it honest to keep 
a letter which he has — what shall I say ? 

Prosp. Stolen! 

Suz. No — we'll be diplomatic, please, and say "annexed." 
What has your side to answer ? 

Prosp. That the letter being addressed to me was mine. 

Suz. But it was never delivered — ergo, it is still ours. 

Prosp. But you sent it — ergo, it is still mine. 

Suz. Pardon me, it was never sent. 

Prosp. Pardon me, it was put into the post — that is— the Flora. 
The question is — Does a letter put into the post belong to the sender 
or the sendee ? . 

Suz. To the sender. 

Prosp. To the send-**. 

Suz. Well, let's cut the Gordian knot — to both. 

Prosp. When the rights are equal, possession decides the claim. I 
think, madam, we have settled that question. 

Suz. Hum ! Note two — We next inquire, what use you intend to 
make of our handwriting ? 

Prosp. My answer to that question has been already categori- 
cally given. Let the strictest neutrality be observed ; and the 
moment I give up all hopes of Mathilde, I'll bid an eternal adieu 
to Madame de la Glaciere, and burn the letter before her eyes. 

Suz. You will do that ? 

Prosp. On my honor ! And I verily believe I should have done 
so at once on returning home— of course, without admitting the 
fact — had you not defied me to mortal combat. 

Suz. Well then, I withdraw my challenge ; and you can burn it 
now, (rising, laughing) Look, here is a capital fire — I won't say a 
word to Louise — and you will lose nothing by your good action. 

Prosp. (rising, laughing) I beg your pardon — I should lose 
the intense satisfaction of seeing you hunt for the letter in vain. 

Suz. Is that your ultimatum ? 

Prosp. My ultimatissimum. — Search, search ! I shan't prevent 
you. The letter is here — somewhere ! 

Suz. In this very room ? 

Prosp. Or else in the other ! First catch your hare, and then 
you may cook him, yourself, at any fire you please. 

Suz. No, no, I shall not be satisfied till I have made you burn it 
with your own hands. 

Prosp. Indeed ! Then, I give you my word of honour, if you 
contrive to do that, I will pack myself off this very evening to look 
out for a wife in the Cannibal Islands, Jericho, or anywhere you 
please. 

Suz. Your word of honour? 

Prosp. My word of honour ! 

Suz. Beware ! I am obstinate. 
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Prosp. So am I. 

Suz. I am going to sit down to a regular siege — I shall bore you 
until you say yourself, " I had better burn the letter and get rid of 
that nuisance of a woman ! " 

Prosp. Never was criminal threatened with so alluring a punish- 
ment! I'm enraptured to think of the many pleasant hours we 
are about to pass in a long delicious tite a tite — I am sorry to be 
obliged to leave you a short time — I have an indispensible visit to 
pay to a tiresome old uncle ; but pray consider yourself perfectly 
at home. There's a good fire — plenty of books and drawings for 
your amusement — all my curiosities and Brisemouche's entomologi- 
cal treasures — everything is open for your inspection — except this 
little casket, which contains papers that cannot possibly interest you 
— Open everything else — turn everything topsy turvy — and I hope, 
on my return, to have the happy privilege of renewing this most 
agreeable conversation. 

Exit, c. door, 

Suz. He's actually gone ! Hang the man, his impertinence is 
perfectly delightful, {imitating) " Search, search — everything is 
open for your inspection — everything but this casket." My dear 
sir, the stress you lay upon the casket convinced me that the letter 
is not there — But it is here — " somewhere" — Where can he have 
concealed it? {knocking L. door) Has he returned ? no — it is at 
this little door leading down into the park, (knocking again) Who 
can it be? I don't want to be found in a strange gentleman's 
room — One's never too old for scandal — a pretty mess I've let my- 
self into — that comes of meddling with other people's affairs. 
(knocking again) 

Susanne opens L. door — Louise looks in — she wears a remarkable 

Indian shawl over her head. 

Louise. I L.) You are alone — are you not ? 

Suz. (R.) Louise ! 

Louise, (coming in and closing the door behind her hastily) I saw 
him ride by the windows of the chateau — You did not return ; and 
my impatience was so great that I hastily threw on this shawl and 
came myself, (crosses to r. and puts shawl on chair, next fire,) 

Suz. What imprudence ! If your husband had seen you, o/* tnat 
dear, delightful, censorious Mademoiselle Zenobie 

Louise. What matter, since we were both together — Have you 
got it? 

Suz. The letter ? No— he refuses to give it up. 

Louise. He must have left it here. Find it — find it, I entreat 
you ! I am so terrified — I scarce dare raise my eyes to look into 
my husband's face — I fancy he suspects — knows everything. 

Suz. What if he does know everything ? You say the whole 
affair was only a most innocent little flirtation. 
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Louise. Of course it was — I was a thoughtless, romantic girl at 
that time, and saw no wrong ; but my husband, under that sem- 
blance of apathy, conceals a highly sensitive nature. The bare sus- 
picion of any previous attachment, even of the slightest flirtation, 
would wound that nature to the quick — The discovery of this letter 
might rouse all his jealous susceptibilities, and compromise our 
domestic happiness for ever. 

Suz. [seated) Ah, my poor dear friend, what a warning you give 
to silly girls 

Louise. Not to write letters ! Oh, yes — girls should never 
•write! 

Suz. They should rather beware of fostering absurd ideas and 
fancying themselves in love. 

Louise. But don't let us lose any time — let us hunt about. 
{goes up) 

Suz. [seated) That's the very thing I'm now doing. 

Louise. Doing ! seated there ! 

Suz. Yes, in my head — that's my way of hunting, [the Baro- 
ness is turning ewer books, papers, &*c. t on the table, L. C.) But 
do you go your own way to work. 

Louise. Oh, you put me out of all my patience ! 

Suz. (coolly) My dear child, nature made woman weak, but 
gave as compensation a sixth sense. Have you ever examined 
any butterflies ? 

Louise. What an absurd question ! 

Suz. {going to table l. c, and taking up a case of butterflies) They 
have got long, thin horns upon their heads to enable them to feel 
and appreciate objects at a distance. Look ! 

Louise. What do you mean ? 

Suz. The naturalists call them •• antennae." Well, my dear, 
women too have " antennae," but of so delicate a nature that they 
are invisible. Sometimes they are made like tendrils, to entangle 
our natural enemy, man ; — sometimes they are sharp and pointed, 
just to blind them, my dear. 

Louise, (turning away pettishly) And you want to find my letter 
with your "antennae " — a likely idea! I'd rather trust to my ten 
fingers, (goes on opening all the drawers, &*c. ) 

Suz. You shall see how I will use my "antennae." Yes, yes ; 
open all the drawers — hunt away. Just see if you can't find your 
letter in the guitar case. What a child you are ! 

Louise. He may have hid it among the books. 

Suz. And you mean to look among all the three hundred vol- 
umes — out of the question ! look at the edges of the shelves. 

Louise. Why ? 

Suz. Are they dusty ? 
* Louise, (getting on a chair) Yes. 

Suz. All along? 

Louise. All along. 
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Suz. Then it's not among the books. If he had puiled one down, 
the dust would have been disturbed. 

Louise. To be sure. 

Suz. Just look at that little bit of paper folded together! and put 
to steady the leg of the table. 

Louise. This? 

Suz. Yes : (getting up) it's not worth the trouble, the paper is 
black and worn. 

Louise. Yes : and he would never have put it there, where every- 
body can see it. (she continues to hunt about) 

Suz. It's very clear you don't know how to use your " antennae " 
— Your knowing man would be sure to make so little concealment 
of an object he wished to hide, that nobody would be likely to look 
for it in a place so open to inspection. I'll wager now, that if we 
can't find this unfortunate letter, it is because it is lying about 
somewhere before our very eyes. 

Louise, (who has been hunting about \ R.) Nothing — nothing ! but 
there's another room here. 

Suz. Go in, by all means. My right of search is unlimited. No 
matter ; you will give the alarm. Exit, Louise into room, R. 

Louise, (opening the door, R.) If he should come back, though? 

Suz. (looking around her) Where can it be? He's clever enough 
to have put it simply under his letter-weight, (lifts up letter-press) 
No ! — in this vase ? Nothing but visiting cards, and a stick of seal- 
ing-wax. In this jar? (opens the tobacco-jar) Tobacco — cigar- 
ette-papers — several letters crumpled and torn, (reading super" 
scrip Hon of letter) "Monsieur Prosper Couramont, to the care of 
Mahony Brothers, Madrid." "Monsieur Prosper Couramont* 
Albany, London." — "Try Post-office, Paris." (goes on with sev- 
eral other letters, which she passes, as she speaks t from her right 
hand to her left) " Monsieur Prosper Couramont, — to the care of 
the Reverend Mr. Huggins, Sandwich Islands!" "Monsieur 

Prosper Couramont," (stops, and takes up last letter) Stop ! this 

letter has seen a good deal of the world. It must have been a very 
precious letter for him to have brought it all the way from the 
Sandwich Islands, and kept it so long ; (weighing it in her hands) 
and yet it's very light. There's only the venest scrap of paper in 
it. Now who, 1 should like to know, would have sent a letter all 
the way to the Sandwich Islands, costing no end of postage-money, 
which cannot contain much more than "How do you do?" — 
"Very well, I thank you." It's very odd — very! (calling) 
Louise ! 

Louise, (in the room, R.) I can't find it ! 

Suz. Louise, was the letter large? 

Louise, (within) No ! only half a sheet of note-paper folded 
in two. 

Suz. (feeling the envelope) A half-sheet of note-paper folded 
in two. (aloud) On white paper ? 
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Louise, (as before) No ; pink. 

Suz. (holding the envelope up to the light) It is pink ! 

Louise, (as before) I've found a quantity of papers. 

Suz. Have you, dear? — all right! (smelling the envelope) "lis an 
old scrap of paper ; all the perfume is gone ; (holding up the envel- 
ope again) if I could but see the writing, (about to open the enveloped 
He gave me permission to search everything that was open, ana 
this envelope is open, (checking herself ) Stop, stop! it's not quite 
the thing. One isn't in the habit of opening other people's letters. 
(feeling the envelope) And yet, if it were Louise's letter. Oh ! my 
fingers burn — my fingers burn! 

Enter Louise, r. 



(crying with vexation) Oh, my dear Suzanne, I give it 
up ! We shall never find it now — we shall never find it now ! 

Suz. I can't bear it any longer — I can't see her cry. (opens en- 
velope and takes out paper ', which she hands to Louise) Is your 
letter anything like that ? 

Louise, (opening the paper) *Tis the letter itself! 

Suz. (bursting out laughing) What do you say to my " anten- 
nae" now, my dear? 

Louise. Oh, yes — it's the same — (reading) "I am obliged to 
leave home by daybreak ; but far or near " Could I have writ- 
ten such words? Fool that I was! and should my husband ever 
know ! (violent knocking, L. door) 

Suz. Some one knocks ! 

Louise. It was there — there ! 

Baron, (without, L.) Open the door! 

Buz. Your husband ! Give me the letter, (snatches it) 

Louise. Good heavens ! where shall I hide ? 

Suz. (low— -going to open the door) Don't think of hiding — stay 
where you are. 

Louise. No, no — he would see my agitation, (runs to door, R. — 
Baron continues to knock) 

Suz. (low, her hand on lock of door, L.) No — stop, I tell you ! 
(Louise enters room, r. — with vexation) On, foolish woman ! (she 
opens the door, L.) 

Enter Baron, l. door, in shooting dress, with his gun. 

Baron, (l., surprised) You ! 

Suz. (r., calm and smiling) Yes — I ! What an uproar you have 
been making ! 

Baron. Here ! 

Suz. In this museum. I'm looking at all the curiosities. 

Baron, (looking round him) Alone? 

Suz. You see (sits at table and examines a drawer full of 

shells) What a wonaerful collection of shells to be sure — oal^ 
look? 
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Baron, (putting down his gun, L.) But I heard talking. 

Suz. I was trying to pronounce these dreadful words aloud. 
Why will scientific men give such preposterous names to things ? 
Oh, look, isn't that pretty ? 

Baron. You were not alone — Louise was here. 

Suz. What should she be doing here ? 

Baron. Something she was ashamed of apparently, since she 
made her escape. 

Suz. ( laughing, still looking at the shells) Ha, ha, ha ! does 
this fit often seize you, cousin 7 

Baron. She was here, I say ! 

Suz. And if she was. why shouldn't she be here still ? Do you 
think she has hidden herself under the table ? 

Baron, (roughly, looking her full in the face) Then why didn't 
you open the door immediately ? 

Suz. (not at all disconcerted) Because I thought the knocking 
was at tne other door — and I opened that first. 

Baron. In order that Louise might get away. That's the way 
she went, then ? (goes up to C. door) 

Suz. What a tiresome old bear you are ! If Louise went that 
way, go and look after her ; and leave me to examine the shells. 

Baron, (r., coming down) My wife was strangely agitated this 
morning, after her conversation with Monsieur What's-his-name — 
whom she knew before her marriage — more still, during that little 
affair about the statuette — what did that mean ? 

Suz. (coming down — looking at shells ) Perhaps she was afraid 
he would drop it. 

Baron, (getting more and more angry) The man made an offer 
of marriage for Mathilde, without ever having seen her — a mere 
pretext, it is very clear, to get into the house, and see my wife — a 
got-up plan to divert my suspicions ! (seizing hold of Suzanne) 
Look me in the face, and tell me it was not so, if you can. 

Suz. It's as clear as noon-day — only let go my hand, please, 
for you hurt me : and a pretty mess you have made of the poor 
shells. ( opens her hand— shows the shells in powder) You really 
don't know how to behave yourself. 

Baron. Listen : I left Brisemouche out shooting, to return 
home. I inquired for my wife — She was gone out ; but I had her 
spaniel, Fidele, with me ; and he has tracked her to this house — 
to the foot of that stair ; I tell you my wife is here ! Where is she, 
I say ? Where is she ? 

Suz. What do you ask me for? Since you've taken to hunting 
your wife, as they hunt Negroes, whistle for Fidele, my dear sir — 
whistle for Fidele. 

Baron. Suzanne, you trifle with my feelings ! 

Suz. Trifle with your feelings ! No — I wish to spare them. If 
I laugh at you, it is to show how senseless is your conduct 
Come — come — calm yourself, and try to be a little reasonable. 
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Baron. You are right — you are right to jeer me — my jealousy 
blinds me — it drives me mad ! It makes me utterly miserable ! 
(throws himself into a chair, L. of table t R. c.) 

Suz. Look up, my poor friend ! Now, how can you ruin all your 
happiness thus, when you have a charming wife who thinks of 
nobody but you — lives for nobody but you ? 

Baron. I know it, Suzanne — I know it — and I am calm now — 
quite calm — but should anything again ever cause me to sus- 
pect [seeing Louise's shawl t and darting on it) My wife's 

shawl ! Ah ! you see she has been here ! (rises) 

Suz. Well — what of the shawl ? 

Baron. Who put it there ? 

Suz. I did — I took up the first that came to hand. 

Baron. I don't believe you. My wife's shawl is here — then she's 
not gone — she's still concealed here — and I swear that if I find 
her (crosses to l., to take up his gun) 

Suz. Baron ! I beg of you 

Baron, (searching* in spite of her) Leave me ! 

Suz. (trying to stop him) Hear me ! hear me ! 

Baron. ( finding the door % r.) Ah! there's a door here! (Suz- 
anne springs between him and the door) She is concealed in that 
man's room. Let me go — by heaven, I'll have his life ! (menacing 
with his gun) 

Suz. For my sake 

Baron. For your sake ? 

Suz. (with feverish haste ; as if regardless of what she is saying) 
Yes — for mine ! you drive me to this confession by your violence. 
What ! were you so blind ? Did not my embarrassment — my agi- 
tation — at once reveal the truth ? I didn't open the door at once, 
'tis true, because I was afraid of being found here. Your dog 
evidently recognized your wife's shawl which I wore. Don't you 
see ? Louise refused her sister's hand to Prosper, because she 
knew I loved him years ago — don't you see? Prosper imagined I 
had deceived him, and so wanted to marry another, in order to 
revenge himself on me — don't you see? When Louise spoke low 
to him, it was to justify me, and prevent this detested marriage, 
which I was resolved never should take place — don't you see? 
don't you see? 

Baron, (l.) Yes, yes, I remember now. He spoke this morning 
of some heartless treachery on the part of a woman. 

Suz. He meant me — I was the heartless treachery (sighing) But 
it was all a mistake — a misunderstanding. 

Baron. Why not tell me this at once ? 

Suz. Can you ask the question ? What woman would willingly 
confess the weakness of her heart ? And then you were so violent, 
and made such an awful noise — you don't know what a noise you 
do make. And I was so frightened, and — so out it came — I don't 
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know how — and — don't you see ? don't you see ? (aside) I don't 
know what on earth I am talking about. 

Baron. Be calm, my dear Suzanne — no one shall ever learn this 
secret from me. But I'll not allow this man to trifle with your feel- 
ings in this manner — I'll see him at once. 

Suz. See him — what for ? 

Baron. What for? Why, to tell him I know the state of affairs 
between you, make him withdraw his pretensions to the hand of 
Mathilde, and — and 

Suz. And what? 

Baron. What ? why marry you to be sure ! 

Suz. (aside) Good heavens ! I didn't take that into my reck- 
oning. 

Baron. Yes, yes ; I'll see the fellow — speak out my mind at 
once. 

Suz. What are you thinking of, my dear friend ? Let me see him 
first — endeavor to lure him back myself. You would not deprive 
a woman of her dearest privilege — would you, cousin? 

Baron. As you will, (going on with volubility, spite of the efforts 
of Suzanne to speak) Marry you he shall — dead or alive ! I won't 
have him play fast and loose with cousin Suzanne — that I won't. 
I owe him a grudge for making me suspect Louise — my own dear 
good Louise, (bursts out laughing) Good heavens ! what a fool man 
makes of himself sometimes ! But he shall pay for it — he shall 
marry you as a punishment — no, I don't mean that — but marry 
you he shall! (taking tip his gun) Now, then, to bringdown my 
man! amicably — I mean amicably ! (fatting his gun) Old trusty, 
here is for the partridges — so ho, Fidele ! and off we go ! 

Suz. (aside) Now the popular opinion is, that man can't talk. 

Baron, (turning at door, L.) Not a word to Louise ! 

Suz. She shall not know more about the affair than she knows 
at this moment — I give you my word. 

Baron. I would not have her know for the world. 

Exit, L. door. 

Re-enter Louise, R. door. 

Louise, (throwing herself into the arms of Suzanne) Oh, Suz- 
anne, my dear, kind friend, blessings on you — you have saved 
me! 

Suz. Yes. but I've lost myself! 

Louise. What do you mean ? 

Suz. Simply that he wants me to marry this man. You know 
that will never do — I should inevitably have to play the " Bride of 
Lammermoor " with him and finish him off on the wedding- 
eve. 

Louise. But think — should my husband see him and speak to 
him, all might still come out. He must go away at once. 
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Suz. Go he shall ! But now, be off yourself! Your husband 
might return home : and you must be there before him. 

Louise. But I should like to see that letter burnt, (crosses to L.) 

Suz. Don't lose a moment, I entreat you ! 

Louise, (taking up her shawl) But should I be seen 

Suz. (opening door, C.) Go this way — the coast is clear. 

Louise. I will. 

Suz. (seising her shawl) But leave your shawl, silly creature. 

Louise, (throwing it to Suzanne) Yes, of course. I shall fly 
home like a bird : my heart is lighter now. Exit, c. door. 

Suz. {taking the letter out of her pocket) It's no such difficult 
matter to burn the letter. But how to get him to go is quite 
another affair : he won't budge if he can help it. (looking at the 
clock) There is still time for him to pack up and get off by the nine 
o'clock train, (she begins crumpling the letter in order to throw it 
into the fire) It I could but contrive to get him away ! (just about 
to put the letter into the fire) No — not the envelope — I have no 
right to that, (she takes the paper out of the envelope) But I must 
put something in the place of our precious prize — any scrap of 
paper will do. (she takes tip a piece of paper from the table, folds 
it, and puts it in the envelope) And now we'll return ''Monsieur 
the Rev. Mr. Huggins" to the Sandwich Islands, in the midst of 
the tobacco. Everything back to its place, (she puis back into the 
jar the letters, etc., she had previously taken out of it, stirs them up, 
shakes the jar and sets it down in its place) There — now for the fatal 
bUiet douxl (approaches the fireplace) 'Tis a great pity — for I had 
such a fancy (lighting the paper) for making him burn it himself. 
(pulling back the paper, which is alight, and blowing it out) Burn it 
himself-— yes ! what was it he swore ? "I give you my word of 
honor, that if you manage to make me burn the letter myself I 
will pack myself off this very evening to look out for a wife in the 
Cannibal Islands — or Jericho — or where you will." He gave me 
his word of honor — He's an oddity ; but he would keep his word, 
I am sure he would — I like the looks of him. Would it be then 
such a very difficult task to make him burn the letter ? Let's see — 
let's see — (she looks into the fireplace) suppose I place it on the 
hearth, near the fire, (she twists the paper %tp) That's it — it looks 
exactly as if he had already lighted a cigar with it. (she comes away 
from the fire and looks around) It's really getting quite exciting! 
How it would amuse me to make him burn it himself! (listening) 
Some one is coming up stairs. It's he probably. Oh — there mustn't 
be matches about ! (hastily throws the matches into the fire) That 
will do. (she sits down in arm chair, R. of table — a gentle knock, C. 
door) Oh, yes — knock away! I'm not going to hear you. 

Enter Prosper, quietly, c. door — he looks round for Suzanne, and 
seeing her lying back in the arm chair approaches her on tiptoe 

Prosp. Asleep ! overcome with fatigue and utterly d\s>cowx^^.^ 
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(looking round him) She has been turning everything topsy- 
turvey. (looks into room % r., and laughs) Yes, and there too! 
Now for the letter ! Can she have found it ? ( Suzanne follows 
him with the comers of her eyes, while he opens the tobacco jar and 
sees the envelope) No, all safe — Come, woman's cunning has been 
baffled for once, (sits down l. af table and looks at Suzanne) I 
am sorry for her (looking more closely) she is really a very nice 
woman — pretty hand — good eyes too — I really must have another 
look at her eyes, (getting up and bending over her) 

S;:z. (opening her eyes wide, and looking at him) What did you 
say ? 

Frosp. (staggering back) Knocked clean over I 

Suz. (pretending to awake) Oh I I beg your pardon, I believe I 
must have dropped asleep. 

Prosp. Pray consider yourself at home. 

Suz. (rising) What o'clock is it? 

Prosp. (going to the clock on the mantelpiece) Past six. 

Suz. So late ! Well, I can't help it — I won't give up my pur- 
pose ; and here I shall remain at my post, till that purpose is 
accomplished. 

Prosp. Allow me to admire your obstinacy — It is the most heroic 
piece of chivalry I have ever seen. 

Suz. Obstinacy ! You are not gallant. 

Prosp. Well, let us say firmness. 

Suz. Yes : firmness in a woman — obstinacy in a man. 

Prosp. Now, take care, you are pitting yourself against a man 
who has fought with Red Indians, and won his tomahawk on the 
field. I have been dubbed a great chief myself, and it would be 
no mean glory to carry off my scalp, (it gets gradually dusk) 

Suz. But, great chief, in spite of the intense satisfaction I should 
naturally have in scalping you, I have better motives than the 
desire of obtaining such questionable glory. But please light your 
lamp — it is getting quite dark. 

Prosp. Immediately, (takes off the globe of the lamp on the table 
and looks at it) There ! that fool of a servant has put no wick in 
the lamp, (he rings) 

Suz. Then light a candle — it will be much handier. 

Prosp. You are right, (hunting about for matches} Of course, 
there may exist women who — now there's not a matcn to be found 
anywhere. 

Suz. Then take a piece of paper, my dear sir. 

Prosp. (seeing the piece of paper on the hearth) Ah ! this will do. 
[picks up paper) There may exist women, certainly, who are so 
far traitors to their nature as to (he lights the paper) 

Enter Francois, C. door % with a lighted lamp* 
Fran. Did you ring for the lamp, sir? 
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Prosp. (blowing out the paper and still holding it in his hand) 
Yes — that will do — put it clown there. 

Suz. (aside) Was ever anything so provoking! Another minute, 
and he would have done it. (Francois has put the lamp on the 
table \ R. c„ and exit, c. door) 

Prosp. As I said, there may be women who — in short — upon 
my word, I don't know, now, what I was going to say. 

Suz. You were going to say, probably, that there may be women 
who would do and sacrifice much for the peace of mind of a 
friend. 

Prosp. (seated L. of table \ holding the paper) A friend! a friend! 
Have women female friends? (aside) She looks better still by 
lamp-light. 

Suz. You don't believe in friendship. 

Prosp. In that respect I have not a much better opinion of our 
own sex than of yours, (aside) I can't help being fascinated by her 
more and more. 

Suz. (taking the envelope and false letter from the jar mechani- 
cally and playing with it while Prosper shows his agitation) Come, 
that's something. You have generally so marvellous an opinion 
of your own superiority. 

Prosp. (laughing at seeing the letter in her hand and shaking the 
paper he holds)Vfe certainly sometimes fancy we see more clearly 
than your sex. (laughing — aside) She little knows she's got the 
letter, (aloud) Well, if I be an egotist, I have never found out 
after a life's experience, what I gained by doing good to others. 

Su3. (throwing back the envelope into the jar) Gained! — the 
pleasure of doing it. Does that count for .nothing? Ah! if you 
knew how bright the world would look to you under the conscious- 
ness of having done good — If you knew with how light a heart 
you would sleep at night — with how cheery a spirit you would raise 
your head from your pillow in the morning, you would never ask 
again, what you would gain. 

Prosp. (surprised and pleased) Perhaps — I don't know. 

Suz. Exactly. You dont know. 

Prosp. (aside) What a smile the woman has ! and what a heart! 
(lets fall the letter on the carpet) 

Suz. (aside) Suppose I put out the lamp ; he must light it again, 
(she begins turning the lamp up and down) 

Prosp. (with enthusiasm) Ah, my dear madam, if it were true 
— Does the lamp smoke ? 

Suz. It does a little, (puts it out) There — I've put it out. 

Prosp. (aside) So much the better, (aloud) Ah, if it were true 
that your neart alone prompted you to give me battle, my admira- 
tion for your courage would give place to a far warmer feeling. I 
don't exactly know why, but it is a fact, of all the women I have 
ever seen you are the only woman who is a real woman. 
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Suz. A very pretty declaration, upon my word — only a little ob- 
scure. Perhaps it would be clearer if you lighted your lamp. 

Prosp. (approaching her) Ah, the fitful flicker of the cozy fire 
on the hearth is better suited to what I would say. 

Suz. Light the lamp, sir, or you'll force me to go at once! 

Prosp. But I've got no matches. 

Suz. Will you light the lamp, sir ? 

Prosp. I declare to you 

Suz. I'll hear no declaration till you light the lamp. 

Prosp. I dare say you think I am mad ! I am not. Perhaps it 
was the most sensible thing I could do to fall in love with the god- 
daughter this morning, and the godmother this evening. 

Suz. Well then, since you drive me away, sir. (going up.) 

Prosp. Don't go — don't go^— don't leave your purpose unaccom- 
plished. You have made me believe in the existence of a woman's 
heart that can beat with kindliness and purity. Let me prove myself 
worthy of that heart. See ! here is the letter ! (takes envelope 
from jar) I yield — I burn it before your own eyes, (throws the envel- 
ope into the fire) 

Suz. (aside) Now I could positively hug the man for that ! 

Prosp. (taking up the burning envelope with the tongs) Look, 
madam, it burns — it burns. 

Suz. I haven't the heart to send him away now. I must con- 
fess all. 

Prosp. Shall I lay down the ashes at your feet ? 

Suz. (laughing) Are you quite sure you have burned the right 
thing? 

Prosp. Can you doubt ? 

Suz. Your good faith ? — oh, no ! But pick up that little scrap of 
paper you had in your hand just now. 

Prosp. (hunting on the carpet) That little scrap of paper! What 
do you mean ? 

Suz. (pointing it out laughing) There it is ! 

Prosp. (picking it up with surprise) Well, and what then? 

Suz. (listening Hush ! what's that I hear? 

Prosp. (going to window) The barking of dogs! (looks out) 
Brisemoucne and the Baron are coming towards the house. 

Suz. And they may come up stairs ! Give me that sprap of paper, 
quick ! 

Prosp. This darkness is rather awkward — I understand. 1*11 
light the candle at once, (he lights the paper) 

Baron, (without, beneath the window) Here Fidele! 

Suz. (aside) It was fated that he should burn the paper after all ! 
(Prosper lights the candle with the burning paper t and throws it 
out of the window) Oh, what have you done? 

Baron, (as before) Holloa ! Do you mean to set the house on 
fire? 
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Prosp. (at window looking out) Some one is picking it up ! 

Suz. The Baron! Oh, we're lost! 

Prosp. What do you mean ? 

Suz. That was the very letter ! 

Prosp. (bewildered) That scrap of paper — the letter? 

Suz. The very letter ! Run ! — quick ! — get it back ! Why don't 
you run ? 

Prosp. (losing his head, and running to the window) I am run- 
ning! 

Suz. Not by the window, man — by the door ! 

Prosp. (running to the door, L. ) Yes, to be sure ! 

Suz. Not that way ! 

Prosp. No, no, of course not! (runs to door, c, throwing down 
ail the furniture in his way) 

Suz. You'll find me at the chateau in the conservatory ! 

Prosp. I'll have it, dead or alive ! Runs out C. door. 

Suz. That comes of being too clever by half ! 

Exit, rapidly, L. door. 

CURTAIN. 



ACT III. 

Scene— A Conservatory attached to the Chateau. 

Madame Dupont, l., is taking fruit from a basket, which she 
places in a tray, and hands over to Pauline. 

Mad. D, There, you have the fruit. Exit Pauline, R.2E. 

Enter Baptiste, l. 

So you are back from accompanying the Baron out shooting ? 

Bap. Yes ; I've just had time to make myself genteel. The 
gentlemen will be here directly, and clamoring for their dinner. 
So, stir your stumps, old girl, (crosses to R. door.) 

Mad. D. Old girl, indeed ! 

Enter Brisemouche, c. door. He is still in his shooting-coat, and 
has his gun, with a little screwed-up paper stuck in it. 

Brise. (R.) Ah, Dupont, there you are ! Is dinner ready ? I 
want my dinner awfully ! There is no time to go home, and dress 
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for dinner ; but I know Madame de la Glaciere will excuse me ; 
and I am dreadfully tired with my day's sport. 

Mad. D. (l.) You have bagged a great deal of game, I suppose, 
sir? 

Brise. Game? — well, not exactly ; not but that I'm a good shot, 
when I choose — a very good shot. However, I've brought home 
a prize. 

Mad. D. A fine bird ? 

Brise. No, not exactly. Just as I was about to bring down a 
partridge — sure, this time — I spied, trotting along to his nocturnal 
lair, a tiger. 

Mad. D. A tiger ! good gracious ! 

Brise. Yes— a tiger! — a gold-winged tiger — a tiger-beetle! the 
most beautiful specimen. With one eye on the partridge, and the 
other on the beetle, I missed the partridge ; but I bagged my bee- 
tle; and here he is. (shows the screw of paper in his gun) Don't 
touch the precious creature for the life of you, woman ! But how 
about the dinner ? 

Mad. D. It is not ready yet ; but the Baron is just returned. 

Brise. Yes, yes ; he left me under Couramont's window. While 
dinner is getting ready, I should like to put myself to rights a 
little. ( places gun at one side) 

Bap. (advancing) If you will walk this way, sir. 

.Exit, L. door. 

Brise. A pretty mess my tiger hunt has put my hands in. 
(turning at door) Has my sister come yet? 

Mad. D. I have not seen her, sir. 

Brise. She's still at her toilet ; she is so very particular about 
her toilet. She has so much decency and decorum, 

Exit, L. door. 

Pauline has entered during this, from R. door. 

Paul. Well, for my part, I think if that Mademoiselle Zenobie 
had so much decency and decorum, she might just show them by 
not trotting after that young Monsieur Anatole. 

Mad. D. Hold your tongue. I won't have any scandal -monger- 
ing ; and don't stand idling there ! The company will take coffee 
here. 

Paul. You needn't stare at me, madam — I'm off! I'm going to 
change my handkerchief, (crosses to L.) This is a shockingly un- 
becoming one — makes one look like a common housemaid. 

Exit, L. door. 

Mad. D. Yes; that's all one sees now-a-days — an affected creat- 
ure that can't stitch a hem, but wants an hour every day for her 
piano! Good lord! what will the world come to next? 

Exit into dining room, R. door* 
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Enter Prosper Couramont, c. d., agitated, and out of breath* 

Prosp. In the conservatory, she said 

Enter Suzanne, l., in agitation* 

Suz. You've got it? 
Prosp. Haven't you ? 
Suz. No. 
Prosp. Nor I. 

I^p. ) (*» **•*) 0h > 

Suz. What have you been doing ? 

Prosp. I rushed down the stairs — I don't know how — heels over 
head ! When I got out of the house — no one — nothing — not a 
ghost of a scrap of paper. •• Now, one of two things must have 
happened," said I ; "either the Baron stamped on the paper, to 
put it out, or picked it up to see that it was extinguished. But, 
as the paper was no longer there, it is most probable he flung it 
aside, as he walked along. Suppose, then, I follow his trail, and 
hunt on the ground ? " So I followed his trail, and hunted 

Suz. But you found nothing ? 

Prosp. Absolutely nothing. 

Suz. Perhaps the wind has wafted it away. 

Prosp. But there isn't a breath of air. (sitting down in despair) 
Then I've all to begin over again, to-morrow morning. 

Suz. What do you mean by to-morrow morning ? — directly. 

Prosp. (shivering) Without an overcoat? 

Suz. Would you leave some one else to pick it up, and bring it 
to the Baron ? Go at once. 

Prosp. (buttoning up his coat, and shivering) Well, I'm going. 
Burr, burr ! 

Suz. Poor fellow ! here, take this shawl, (throws Louise's shawl 
about him) 

Prosp. No, no— I really can't ! 

Suz. But, I say you must. 

Prosp. (while Suzanne wraps him up in the shawl) You do with 
me what you will. I'm caught — bandaged ; and (she puts the 
shawl (Tver his mouth) muzzled ! 

Suz. Now go, quick — I implore you ! 

Prosp. I go, (with thick voice) muzzled — positively muzzled ! 
(runs out C. door) 

Suz. Here have I been, ever since morning, running up and 
down, round and round, like a squirrel in his cage — worrying 
myself to death, all about a stupid little scrap of paper, and a tire- 
some man — hang him ! I'm so provoked with him, that I could — 
poor fellow ! — I'm sure, he's giving himself trouble enough to undo 
all the mischief he has done 1 I can't be angry with him ! But I 
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am all the more enraged with the silly folks who are idiotic enough 
to write insane love-letters! "I love you — I love you!" — is all 
very pretty to say ; but it isn't the thing to write! — and looks so 
cold on paper. I'm sure, if I were to send all the loves in the 
world in a letter to any one — this Monsieur Prosper, for instance — 
they wouldn't call up one flush of color in his face. Holloa ! 
what's this ? They seem to have called one up in mine, though. 
Oh, come, come ! I'm not going to be so absurd, I hope, as to 
allow myself to be thinking about this good gentleman — pooh, 
pooh ! — this will never do, Mademoiselle Suzanne ! Mademoiselle 
Suzanne, I must have an eye upon you, and, see what you are 
about, Mademoiselle 

Enter MATHILDE, l. door. 

Math, (l.) Ah, godmother, there you are! Have you seen 
Anatole ? 

Suz. (r. aside) Poor child, she isn't troubled with any scruples. 
(a/oud)No my dear — have you seen the Baron? 

Math. No ; but I heard him stumping up and down in his room 
like a wild beast in his den. 

Suz. (a/armed) Has he discovered the truth, then? 

Enter Baptiste, l., crosses to R. at back. 

{seeing him) Ah, Baptiste was with the shooting party— -he may have 
seen what passed, (to Baptiste, who is going out, r. 2 E.) Bap- 
tiste, a word with you. Mathilde, dear,' do you think dinner is 
getting ready ? 

Math. I'll go and see. Exit into dining room* 

Suz. (l.) Baptiste, you accompanied the gentlemen out shoot- 
ing? 

Bap. (r.) Yes, my lady. 

Suz. You were with them when a lighted paper was flung out of 
a window of Monsieur Brisemouche's house ? 

Bap. A lighted paper ? Oh, yes, I recollect ! 

Suz. Who picked it up ? 

Bap. Really, I can't tax my memory, my lady. 

Suz. Think — was it the Baron ? 

Bap. My master ? I fancy it was 

Suz. It was ? 

Bap. I don't exactly remember 

Suz. (aside) The man will drive me mad ! 

Bap. Oh, no, I recollect, / picked it up 

Suz. You ! What did you do with it ? 

Bap. I believe I flung it away — no, I didn' t 

Suz. Then you've got it? 

Bap. No, I haven't, my lady. Ah ! I know now— I handed ittO 
Monsieur Brisemouche, who asked me for it. 
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(Anatole appears, c. door, and, seeing the others, conceals himself) 

Suz. You gave it to Monsieur Brisemouche ? 

Bap. No, F didn't, my lady 

Suz. Grant me patience ! You said 

Bap. He took it out of my hand. 

Suz, {aside) Brisemouche has it — unlucky chance ! — there is no 
trusting such a man. (aloud) Do you know where he is? 

Bap. He was there just now, my lady — I will call him ! (crosses 
to L.) 

Suz. No, no, don't call him — no noise — let him know I want to 
see him. Exit Baptiste, l. door. 

1 must get it from him without awakening his suspicions. I am on 
burning coals, and cannot control my impatience ! I'll watch for 
him in the hall ! Exit, L. door. 

Anatole comes forward. 

Anat. They are gone — I think I may venture 



Enter Madame Ditpont, from dining worn, R. door. 

Mad D. Bless my heart ! Monsieur Anatole ! 

Anat. Hush, hush, not a word ! 

Mad. D. (low) Mademoiselle Zenobie let me know you wouldn't 
dine here. 

Anat. (sorrowfully) Yes ; she packed me off to my tutor's in the 
market cart, and told old Jean to keep an eye on me. But I per- 
suaded him to get down for a glass of brandy — jumped out of the 
cart — and here I am. 

Mad. D. And now you are here ; what do you mean to do here ? 

Anat. Why — see her — tell her I love her — love her a thousand 
times more than ever. I mean to hide here in the conservatory, 
where there will be no Zenobie at my heels. But, first of all, I 
must write to Mademoiselle Mathilde. (feeling in his pockets) Now 
there, I've lost my pocketbook ? But here's the pencil ! Give me 
a scrap of paper — any scrap of paper 

Mad. D. Yes, I dare say, and I suppose you'll want me to carry 
your letter next? 

Anat. Of course, you won't refuse me ? 

Mad. D. Of course I shall! Well, I never! — the impudence. 
(aside) I'd better go or he would wheedle me over in no time — the 
little rascal ! Exit into dining room, R. 

Anat. What am I to do now? I can't write without paper — oh 
bother! (sits down in despair on bench, L. just opposite Brise- 
mouche' s^w) What's this ? — a paper screwed up. (takes the horn 
of paper out of the gun and shakes it) There's something inside. 

rns it) Oh, lud, a beetle! — one of my guardian's treasures. 
^ell, what matter to him, a beetle more or less ? He'll think he. 
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lost it as he came along, (shakes out the beetle) Poor thing, it little 
dreams it owes its life to the power of love, (tears burnt end from 
paper) There, it looks better with that ragged edge torn off — 
there's writing on it — never mind, there's one side clean, that will 
do. (writes) "They wanted to send me away, but I have returned. 
They say I must complete my studies — but my only study hence- 
forth will be to make you happy, by becoming your husband. I 
have hidden myself in the conversatory — for ever and ever 

your " 

Brise. (without ', L.) The paper, what do you mean ? (Anatole 
springs in among the bushes t L. c, and hides) 

Enter Brisemouche, followed by Suzanne, l. 

Brise. (r. aloud) What is all this about a paper? I haven't the 
slightest comprehension of what you mean ! 

Suz. (l.) For heaven's sake, don't talk so loud ! 

Brise. But what paper ? 

Suz. A scrap of paper, set on fire and thrown out of Monsieur 
Prosper' s window, to be sure ! 

Brise. Oh! the scrap of paper set on fire and — then why didn't 
you say so at once ? 

Suz. At all events, I say ,so now. But, where is it ? — where is 
it ? — where is it ? 

Brise. But, what can you want with only a scrap of paper — half 
burned, too — a little paltry scrap not worth 

Suz. (exasperated) What-did-you-do-with-it? 

Brise. I made a cage of it. 

Suz. A cage ? 

Brise. Yes ; to enclose a beautiful specimen of the tiger-beetle, 
which tickled the palm of my hand so confoundedly, kicking about 
in it, that I 

Suz. But again — where is it ? 

Brise. Oh! I stuck it into my gun. (goes up and brings down 
his gun without looking at it ) 

Suz. I have it now ! 

Brise. Why, it's no longer there ! (looking at his gun) 

Suz. No longer there ? 

Brise. Clean gone ! 

Suz. (alarmed) Lost ! 

Brise. Oh ! the little monster of a beetle ! He must have kicked 
about so much that he rolled down, cage and all. 

Suz. Then it can't be gone far ; let us hunt about for it. 

Brise. (hunting among the plants) It's remarkable ; it's very 
remarkable how intelligent these little animals are. I'll write a 
paper on the subject for the Entomological Society of the Depart- 
ment — a most interesting paper, (suddenly) Oh! I've found — 
(Suzanne comes down, thinking he has found the paper) I've found 
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such a good title ! " The Insect's Escape ; or, the Beetle's Bas- 
tille." (Suzanne turns away angrily) Hey ! a capital title ! 

Suz. [hunting in vain) Nothing — nothing! but have it I 
must. Look everywhere — look everywhere ! ( seeing the Baron 
coming) No, no — don't look — don't look anywhere. 

Brise. Eh 1 what ? 

Enter Baron de la Glaciere, Louise, and MADEMOISELLE 

Zenobie, l. door. 

Baron. Well, ain't we going to dine to day ? 

Enter Mathilde, from dining room, R. 
Math. Yes ; dinner is all ready. 

Enter Baptiste, from dining room, R. 

Bap. Dinner is on the table, my lady. 

Baron. That's all right. 

Louise, (low to Suzanne) Gone away ? 

Suz. ( absent, and hunting about after the beetle with her eyes) 
Yes, gone ! — entirely gone ; a tiresome little beast ! 

Louise, (surprised) A tiresome little beast! Monsieur Pros- 
per ! 

Suz. Monsieur Prosper ! No — yes ! (aside) Poor fellow. 

Louise. Now he is gone, and my letter burned, I breathe more 
freely, (goes up) 

Suz. (aside) Do you ? and I am suffocating ! 

Baron, (looking at Suzanne) Anxious and embarrassed — mat- 
ters are not made up then. I must take the affair upon myself, I 
see. (offers his arm to Suzanne) Cousin Suzanne ! (r.) 

Suz. (taking his arm mechanically, and looking back as she 
follows the party into the dining room) Ah ! thank you. 

Math, (to Suzanne) Have you lost anything? 

Suz. Nothing, only a little beast — I mean a brooch. 

Baron, (stopping) Here ! in the conservatory ? 

Suz. (eagerly) Oh, don't think of looking for it — it's notworth the 
trouble, I assure you. (low to Mathilde) Tell Madame Dupont 
to come and speak to me. 

Exit with the Baron into the dining-room after the others. 

Math. I will, (apart-going) And to think of Anatole not coming 
after all. Oh, I 11 give it to him when I catch him. 

Exit into dining-room — Anatole opens the branches of the 
plants and creeps out on all-fours, his letter in his hand. 

Anat. At last I'm free again. And I can't say I was very com- 
fortable in there, amidst a quantity of outlandish plants that scraped 
my face, and poked my neck, and pricked my legs ; but now, how 
to send my letter? (he goes up and looks out into the fark\ 
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Enter Pauline, l. door, with a smart handkerchief, 

Paul. Come, I look something like now. (going towards dining* 
room, seees Anatole) Well, if there isn't Mademoiselle Zenobie 8 
young gentleman ! 

Anat. (r., turning, a/armed) Ah ! pray my good young woman, 
don't tell anybody that you have seen me here. Nobody must 
know — nobody ! 

Paul, (l.) Make your mind easy, sir. It's my business to hold 
my tongue, (aside) When I'm not paid to the contrary. 

Anat. (aside) Oh, perhaps she would take the letter — Fve read 
of such things in novels. Suppose I tried, (aloud) Mademoiselle ! 

Paul. Sir! 

Anat. (awkward and embarrassed) You — you — you are very 
pretty, Mademoiselle. 

Paul. I've heard people say so, sir. 

Anat. (as befwe, with his eyes cast down) And people say very 
right. But — but — there is one thing you haven't got! 

Paul, (looking at him fixedly) Not fine eyes, I suppose. 

Anat. Oh, yes, you have very fine eyes — no, I mean a pair of 
nice ear-drops. 

Paul. So bribery and corruption is our little game, (aside) 

Anat. (aside) I hope she won't be indignant and fly in a passion*- 
[very timidly) Oh, if I dared to (slips a purse in her hand) 

Paul. Anything you please, sir. 

Anat. (delighted) May I ? Then just take this letter for me, will 
you? 

Paul, (taking the letter) I needn't ask who it's for. (laughing 
crosses to R. ) 

Anat. And you'll give it to her ? 

Paul. Do you think I don't know my business? • 

Anat. (enchanted) Pauline, I must kiss you for that ( kisses her) 

Paul. I suppose I am to keep that for myself, sir ! 

Exit into dining-room, R. 

Anat. Oh, I'm going it — I really am going it ! — running away — 
hiding in secret places — sending clandestine billet doux — and kiss- 
ing chambermaids — oh, it's just like a novel! Who's there? — 
deuce take him ! (hides, R. ) 

Enter Prosper Couramont, C, door, wrapped in a shawl. 

Prosp. Nothing — I've got nothing but the rheumatism, and a 
perfectly wolfish hunger. ( noise of plates and glasses ) Oh, yes J 
all the others are at dinner, satisfying their vile appetites without 
me. Was ever man in a more ridiculous position — a more ridic- 
ulous attire ? Prosper, my friend, you are a pretty fellow, after 
sailing round the world in safety, to be wrecked all at once on the 
reefs of woman's wheedledom ! This shawl is like the shirt of 
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Nessus. It bums me to the heart's core ; and yet I cannot tear it 

off! Dear shawl! and dearer owner of the shawl! whom I — 1 

(kisses the shawl) There, don't mince the matter, idiot ! it's no 
use — whom I love ! whom I adore ! 'Pon my soul, I must adore 
her, if I go raving up and down here all day instead of getting 
my dinner, (goes R.) 

Enter Madame Dupont from dining-room, R. 

Mad. D. Sir ! 

Prosp. Don't stop me — I'm dying of hunger ! (Madame 
Dupont lays hold of his shawl) Don't touch that shawl, woman ! 

Mad. D. But you are Monsieur Prosper. 

Prosp. (Madame Dupont as before) Don't touch my shawl, I 
tell you ! (makes a rush at the dining-room) 

Mad. D. But Mademoiselle Suzanne told me 

Prosp. (returning eagerly) Mademoiselle Suzanne ? What of 
her? 

Mad. I>. [mysteriously) She told me to look for you as you came 
in, and let you know she had lost, somewhere about here, a paper, 
with a little beast in it. 

Prosp. A little beast ? What's the little beast to me ? 

Mad. D. I'm sure I don't know — only she said you were to look 
for it — and told me to ask for her shawl. 

Prosp. (giving up the shawl) Her shawl ? Give it up ? that com- 
pletes my misery ! (sinking down on a seat, R.) I'm a dead man ! 

Mad. D. Dead, sir? 

Prosp. (with dignity) Go, woman, go, and leave me to die 
alone. 

Exit Madame Dupont, r. door, with the shawl, expressing 
astonishment 

Prosp. If I stop and hunt for the little beast, I shan't be able to 
get any dinner. If I don't hunt, and go into the dining room, 
she '11 fulminate me with a reproachful glance, and I shan't be able 
to get any dinner, for shame ! No ! I am her slave ! her negro 
slave ! I am doomed to serve all her little caprices, however absurd 
and ridiculous, and hunt for little beasts! To your work, hound ! 
to your work! You have been chained and muzzled, and now you 
are to hunt for missis — so ho, sir ! so ho ! hunt for missis ! seek for 
the little beast ! seek hound, seek ! ( he goes up hunting and snif- 
fing about, and disappears for a moment from the conservatory) 

Anat. (coming down as Prosper goes up) I don't hear any one 
now — they are all at dinner, (looking out cautiously, R. door) I 
can see them all — they are changing plates. (Prosper reappears, 
and comes down hunting, first L., then r.) Ah ! the maid-servant is 
making signs to me. (makes signs in return) Yes — yes — now's your 
time ! She's taking up a plate and going. Holloa ! where the 
deuce is she going? Oh, you little fool, it isn't — goodness ^cas.* 
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ious ! She has given my letter to Madamemoiselle Zenobie — oh ! 
Prosp. (seated on bench, R., turning suddenly) What's that? 

SAnatolb hides in the clump of bushes) I heard a sort of scream. 
~an I have trod on the little beast ? (he looks about again and picks 
up the end of burnt paper) A little bit of pink paper burnt at the 
edge. Why, it's a portion of the very letter! — torn? — who can 
have torn it — who ? 

Enter Baron, from dining-room, R. 

Ah — I see — it's clear enough ! It must have been the husband 
himself. 

Baron, (r.) I thought I heard a voice, (perceiving him) Ah — it's 
you ! 

Prosp. (l.) I beg your pardon — I'm afraid I'm rather late 
(going to dining-room) 

Baron, (stopping him) Two words, if you please. 

Prosp. (aside, coming back) I shall have to fight on an empty 
stomach. 

Baron. Do you still entertain the same views you did this morn- 
ing? 

Prosp. (aside) they will have done dinner soon, 
i. Do 



Baron. Do you still entertain the same views- 



Prosp. Yes — no — that is, (aside) I had forgotten all about that ! 
(aloud) Well, in principle, yes — in practice, no ; certainly not — in 
fact, Madame de la Glaciere displayed so much opposition to my 
projects 

Baron. Seh had her reasons, probably. 

Prosp. I don't know what reasons. 

Baron, (quietly) Her unwillingness probably to see you sacrific- 
ing an old attachment to a new fancy. 

Prosp. (after looking at him steadily) Indeed ! (aside) Nothing 
like making the plunge at once, (with a change of manner) I see, 
sir, that you know all. 

Baron. All. 

Prosp. Then perhaps you'll permit the conversation to drop 
until after dinner, (attempts again to enter dining-room — stopped 
by the Baron) 

Baron. I beg pardon, sir — the affair is too serious to admit of 
any delay. 

Prosp. Serious — serious ! After all, there's nothing so very seri- 
ous in the matter. I admit that I entertained a very strong regard 
for the lady — that there was a sort of understanding between us, and 
that we even had a trifling correspondence ; but that was all — 
and the lady has no longer the slightest regard for me. 

Biron. Her affection is undiminished. 

Prosp. I beg your pardon — I beg your pardon — I give my you 
word of honor that 
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Baron. She has confessed it to me herself. 

Prosp. Confessed ///—confessed what ? 

Baron. Her attachment to you. 

Prosp. She confessed that — to you ? 

Baron. To me. 

Prosp. (aside) I'm thunderstruck ! 

Baron. She has told me all, sir. Your desertion of her upon the 
most unfounded suspicion — your long absence in consequence — 
and, in spite of your unkindness, the affection she still bears 
you 

Prosp. She told you that ! 

Baron. She told me that. 

Prosp. (aside) Well, I must say she might have chosen another 
confidant, (aloud) I understand you, sir; and you have sought 
me to demand a reparation at the sword's point. 

Baron. Far from it — to try and effect a reconciliation between 
you. 

Prosp. (stupified\ What! 

Baron. Ana to take you by the hand, (stretches out his hand) 

Prosp. You are too good, (aside) Too good, a vast deal ! 

Baron. Her happiness is in your hands. 

Prosp. Is it ? 

Baron. Make her happy, then. 

Prosp. (shaking hands) I should be delighted to oblige you, 
but 

Baron. And make me happy, too. 

Prosp. But, my dear sir, have you maturely considered what you 
are proposing to me ? 

Baron. Do you think, sir, I would permit you to refuse a lady so 
closely allied to me — after proffering her the most ardent attach- 
ment — the satisfaction she has a right to demand ? 

Prosp. Surely Madame de la Glaciere could never have sent 
you to 

Baron. I must insist, sir, you don't mix up my wife's name in 
this business. 

Prosp. But how the deuce sir, am I to do otherwise ! Oh, I 
have had enough of this — you'll drive me mad, famished as I am. 
Do what you like — fight, or go to the 

Baron. Not another word — time and place ? 

Prosp. (exasperated) When you please ! 

Enter Suzanne and Louise hastily from the dining-room, R. 

Suz. (aside) This is what I feared. 

Louise, (aside) A challenge ! all is lost ! 

Suz. (throwing herself between them) Ah, Prosper! has the 
Baron's persuasion, then, (crosses to c.) had no more power over 
you than my tears ? 
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Prosp. (surprised) Hey! what? 

Suz. Would you wish to see me at your feet ? 

Baron. Never would I suffer such a humiliation ! 

Prosp. (aside) What the deuce does all this mean ? 

Suz. But when I swear, Prosper, that I never deceived you. 
(low to him) Back me up in all I say. (aloud) It was only a 
misapprehension, (aside) Back me up. 

Prosp. (bewildered) But I don't see 

Suz. (low to him) Don't be stupid ! (aloud) You don't see that 
you break my heart? 

Prosp. Break your heart ! 

Suz. Yes, my loving heart and you are still silent ! Speak, sir, 
speak! 

Baron. Now, sir, what have you to say ? 

Prosp. I have to say 1 have to say (aside) Oh, I have her 

now ! [aloud) That if all she says be true 

Suz. Can you doubt me, Prosper ? (apart to him) That's right, 
go on — go on ! 

Prosp. (aside) That's right, is it ? Just you wait a bit. (aloud) 
And you swear that you have never been faithless to me ? 

Suz. Oh, never, never ! (apart to him) Go on — go on! 

Prosp. That you love me still ? 

Suz. Love you ! oh yes ! 

Prosp. Then, madam, I own that I, too, love — adore you! I 
swear it before these witnesses of our mutual affection. 

Suz. (apart to him) That will do now ! Quite enough! 

Prosp. And I am ready to marry you, madam, as soon as you 
will. 

Suz. In make believe, of course, (apart to him) 

Prosp. (aside) Deuce a bit! in downright earnest! (aloud) 
Come to my arms, Suzanne ! 

Suz. (springing back) You go too far, sir — you go too far. 

Baron, (pushing her into Prosper* s arms) Never mind us 
Suzanne ; it's all in the family. Embrace him, I tell you. 

Prosp. (embracing her) Oh, Suzanne! 

Suz. On, Prosper ! (apart to him) You horrid traitor ! 

Prosp. I think I've caught you now. 

Suz. (aside) Don't make too sure of that. 

Enter Mademoiselle Zenobie and Mathilde, from the dining* 
room — Brisemouche — then Baptiste and Pauline. 

(during (he following, Servants hand coffee — Brisemouche is 
alone in front, holding a piece of paper in his hand; he is 
slightly intoxicated) 

Brise. It is a love letter ! — a love letter to Zenobie ! I shouldn't 
have believed it, if I hadn't seen — with my own eyes seen — the 
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young woman slip it under her plate, (reading) " I am obliged to 
leave home by daylight, dearest love." Now, who the deuce 
could ever call Zenobie "dearest love"? (reading again) «• But 
far or near, my soul will follow thine.' ' All this to Zenobie ! It is 
incredible! but here it is. Ah, here's a chance — if I could but 
get rid of Zenobie — force the fellow to marry her — what a piece of 
good luck it would be. (folds the paper in two) 

Baron, (coming down with a cup of coffee in his hand) Don't 
you take coffee 1 (drops down t L. C.) 

Brise (aside) An — an idea ! (gives paper to the Baron) Do you 
know that handwriting? 

Baron. This ? (as he opens the paper t Prosper is coming down 
with a cup of coffee in his hand, and observes the Baron reading 
the reverse side to that read by Brisemouche) fl They wanted to 
send me away, but I have returned." 

Brise. Nonsense — "returned " — he said he was obliged to go. 
- Baron, (continuing to read) " They say I must continue my 
studies." 

Brise. Nonsense — " studies " — no, no — " dearest love." 

Baron. No — " studies " — it is written in pencil ! 

Brise. No — " dearest love " in ink (takes letter and turns over to 
the other side) There — it is there ! (gives back letter to the Baron) 

Prosp. (coming down hastily) The letter! (snatching it from the 
Baron) 

Baron, (still laughing) Come, let's see this wonderful letter. 

Prosp. No, no ; I can't allow it 

Brise. But, why ? 

Prosp. (quietly finishing his cup of coffee) Because I don't want 
to admit everybody into my confidence, (gives his empty cup to 
Brisemouche to hold) 

Brise. Then you wrote that letter ? 

Prosp. Well, and 'if I did ? 

Brise. What! unworthy friend, you have taken advantage of 
being under my roof, to make love to Zenobie — delude her inno- 
cence — s- 

Baron. He ! make love to Zenobie ? 

Brise. But, of course, he will take her off my hands — I mean 
marry her? 

Baron, (giving his empty cup to Brisemouche to hold) What 
does all this mean, sir? This morning you make love to Mathilde — 
this evening, you promise to marry Suzanne — and all the while 
you are making love to Zenobie. 

Brise. Don't you call Zenobie M Dearest love " ? 

Prosp. Never dreamed of such a thing ! 

Brise. But the proof is that scrap of paper. 

Baron. Yes — show us the scrap of paper — what is it ? 



52 A SCRAP OF PAPER. 

Prosp. As you say — a mere scrap of paper, [shows it behind his 
back to Suzanne) 

Suz. (to Louise, alarmed) It is the letter ! 

Louise, (alarmed) The letter ! 

Prosp. (coolly) But as you seem to attach some mystery to this 
scrap of paper, I request Mademoiselle Suzanne — my wife — to 
judge of its contents, (holds out paper to Suzanne) 

Baron, (seizing letter to the alarm of Prosper and Suzanne) So 
be it — Suzanne snail read and judge I 

Suz. It is unnecessary — quite. I know what it contains, (takes 
the paper ) 

Baron. You know ? 

Suz, Yes — a mere bit of folly — a joke.* 

Brise. A joke ! a joke ! The chance of getting rid of Zenobie is 
no joke ! 

Baron. Beware, Suzanne — your fife's happiness may be con- 
cerned, (crosses to Suzanne) 

Suz. well, even if it be? (gives paper to Prosper, r., and 
holds a lighted candle which she takes from a table close by her) 
Burn it, my good friend. 

Baron. Suzanne ! 

Suz. (holding candle) Burn — burn ! 

Baron. Ah ! you're a happy man to marry such a woman who 
trusts you so implicitly. 

Prosp. I know I am. (burns the letter and puts the taper on one 
of the coffee cups held by JBrisemouCHE — looking at the ashes of let- 
ter) Oh, you confounded little rascal of a scrap of paper ! wnat a 
peck of troubles you have put me in. 

Brise. (holding the two cups of coffee and taper) I take my oath 1 
saw the words "dearest love.' 

Zen. (coming down L.) What's that you are saying ? 

Suz. My dear Mademoiselle Zenobie, J've- a piece of pleasant 
intelligence to communicate. We've just made up a match 
between Monsieur Anatole 

Zen. (simpering) Oh, dear — spare my feelings! , 

Suz. And my Tittle cousin Mathilde. 

Anat. (springing forward from the bushes , R.) Oh! what joy! 
(drops down f L. ) 

Zen. (aside) The little wretch was there all the time. 

Anat. (kissing the hand of Mathilde) I am so happy. 

Prosp. (to Suzanne) And so am I. 

Suz. (low to him) I have no doubt you are. You have given 
your word to start to-night for the Cannibal Islands. 

Prosp. By all means — but not without my wife. 

Suz. What! do you want to eat me up ? 

Prosp. With love ! 

Louise. Suzanne — you must give in, you know. 
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Suz. [smiling) Well, it seems fated I am to sacrifice myself for 
others. 

Prosp. Yes : to ensure my happiness. 

Louise. Your own as well. 

Prosp. And the contentment of all around, I trust. 

Suz. [looking at the ashes) And all on account of a mere 
Scrap of Paper. 



Baron. Suzanne. 

Baftiste. Pauline. 

Louise. Prosper. 

Anatole. Zenobie. 

Mathilde. Brisemouche. 




UNCLE TOM'S CABIN (NEW version.) 

A MELODRAMA IN FIVE ACTS, BY C//AS. TOWNSEND* 

PRICE. 15 CENTS. 

Seven male, five female characters (some of the characters play two parts). 




grows old ; being pure aud faultless, it commands the praise of the pulpit and sup- 
port of the press, while it enlists the favor of all Christ inns and heads of families. It 
will draw hundreds where other plays draw dozens, and therefore is sure to fill aay hal • 

Synopsis of Incidents: Act I.— Scene/.— The Shelby plantation in Kentucky.— 
George and Eliza. — The curse of Slavery. — The resolve. — Off for Canada. — ** I won't 
be taken — I'll die first." — Shelby ?nd Haley. — Uncle Tom and Harry must be sold. — 
The poor mother. — "Sell my boy!" — The faithful slave. Scene //.—Gumption 
Cute. — ** By Gum . " — Marks, the lawyer. — A mad Yankee. — George in disguise. — A 
friend in need. — The human bloodhounds. — The escape.— •* Hooray fcr old Var- 
mount ! " 

Act II.— St. Clare's elegant home. — The fretful wife. — The arrival. — Little Eva. — 
Aunt Ophelia and Topsy. — ** O, Go'.ly ! I'se so wicked 1 " — St. Clare's opinion. — 
44 Benighted innocence. — The stolen gloves. — Topsy in her glory. 

Act 111. — The angel child. — Tom and St. Clare.— Topsy's mischief. — Eva's re- 
quest.— The promise. — pathetic scene.— Death of Eva. — St. Clare's grief.—" For thou 
art gone forever." 

Act IV. — The lonely house. — Tom and St. Clare.— Topsy's keepsake. — Deacon 
Perry and Aunt Ophelia. — Cuto on deck. — A distant relative. — The hungry visitor. — 
Chuck full of emptiness." — Cute and the Deacon. — A row. — A fight. — Topsy to t-c> 
rescue. — St. Clare wounded. — Death of St. Clare.—** Eva— Eva— I am coming '* 

Act V. — Leeree's plantation on the Red River. — Home again. — Uncle Tom's 
noble heart.—' 4 My soul ain't yours, Mas'rv" — Legree's cruel work. — Legree and Cass v. 
— The whiteslave. — A frightened brute. — Legree's fear. — A life of sin.— Marks and 
Cute. — A new scheme. — The dreadful whipping of Uncle Tom.— Lcgrce punished at 
last.— Death of Uncle Tom. — Eva in Heaven. 



THE WOVEN WEB. 

A DRAMA IN FOUR ACTS, BY CIIAS. TOIVNSEND. 

PRICE, 15 CENTS. 

Seven male, three female characters, viz. : leading and second juvenile men, so- 
ciety villain, walking gentleman, eccentric comedi-n, old man, low comedian, leading 
juvenile lady, soubrette and old woman. Time of playing, *% hears. The Woven Weu 
is a flawless drama, puie in thought and action«with excellent characters, and pre- 
senting no difficulties in costumes or scenery. The story is captivating, with a plot 
of the most intense and unflagging interest, rising to a natural climax of wonderful 
power. The wit is bright and sparkling, the action terse, sharp and rapid. In touch- 
ing the great chord of human sympathy, the author has expended that rare skill 
which has given life to every great play known to the stage. This play has been 
produced under the author's management with marked success, and will piove 
an unquestionable attraction wherever presented. 

Synopsis^ op Incidents: Act I.— Parkhurst & Manning's law office, New Ycrk. 
— Tim's opinion. — The young lawyer. — 4k Majah Billy Toby, sah 1 " — Love and law. 
— Bright prospects. — Bertha's misfortune. — A false friend. — Thewill destroyed. — A 
cunning plot. — Weaving the web. — The unseen witness. — The letter. — Accused.— 
Dishonored. 

Act II.— Winter quarters. — Colonel Hastings and Sergeant Tim. — Moses. — A 
message. — Tim on his dignity. — The arrival. — Playing foldier. — The secret. — The 

{>romise. — Harry in danger. — Love and duty. — The promise kept. — " Saved, at the 
oss of my own honor ! " 

Act III. — Drawing-room at Falconer's.— Reading the news. — ** Apply to Judy 1 " 
— Louise's romance. — Important news. — Bertha's fears. — Leamington s arrival. — 
Drawing the web. — ThreateneH. — Plotting. — Harry and Bertha. — A fiendish lie. — Face 
to face.— ** Do you know him ? " — Denounced.— " Your life shall be the penalty!" — 
Startling tableau. 

Act IV. — At Uncle Toby's.— A wonderful climate. — An impudent rascal. — A bit 
of history. — Woman's wit. — Toby Indignant. — A quarrel. — Uncle Toby's evidence. — 
Leamington's last trump.— Good news. — Checkmated. — The telegram.— Breaking 
the web. — Sunshine at last. 

Copies mailed) fostfaid* to any address, on recent of the annexed prices. 



SAVED FROM THE WRECK. 

A DRAMA IN THREE ACTS, BY THOMAS K. SERRANO. 

PRICE, 15 CENTS. 

Eight 'male, three female characters : Leading comedy, juvenile man, genteel 
villain, rough villain, light comedy, escaped convict, detective, utility, juvenile 
lady, leading comedy lady and old woman. Two interior and one landscape scenes. 
Modern costumes. Time of playing, two hours and a half. # The scene of the action 
is laid on the New Jersey coast. The plot is of absorbing interest, the "business'* 
effective, and the ingenious contrasts of comic and serious situations present a con- 
tinuous series of surprises for the spectators, whose interest is increasingly maintained 
u? to the final tableau. 

SYNOPSIS OF INCIDENTS. 

Act I. The Homb of the Light-house Keeper. — An autumn afternoon. — 
The insult. — True to herself. — A fearless heart. —The unwelcome guest. — Only a 
foundling.— An abuse of confidence. — The new partner. — The compact. — The dead 
brought to life. — Saved from the wreck. — Legal advice. — Married for money. — A 
golden chance. — The intercepted letter. — A vision of wealth. — The forgery. — Within 
an inch of his life. — The rescue. — Tableau. 

Act II. Scene as before ; time, night. — Dark clouds gathering.— Changing 
the jackets. — Father and son. — On duty. — A struggle for fortune. — Loved for himself. 
•—The divided greenbacks. — The agreement.— An unhappy life. — The detective's mis- 
take. — Arrested. — Mistaken identity. — Ihc likeness again. — On the right track — The 
accident. — "Will she be saved?" — Latour's bravery. — A noble sacrifice.— The secret 
meeting. — Another case of mistaken identity. — The murder. — " Who did it ? " — The 
torn cuff. — "There stands the murderer!" — " 'Tis false! "—The wrong man mur- 
dered. — Who was the victim ? — Tableau. 

Act III. Two Days Later. — Plot and counterplot.— Gentleman and convict.— 
The price of her life. — Some new documents. — The divided banknotes. — Sunshine 
through the^ clouds. — Prepared for a watery grave — Deadly peril. — Father and daugh- 
ter.— The rising tide.— A life for a signature. — True unto death. — Saved.— The mys- 
tery solved. — Denouement.— Tableau. 

BETWEEN TWO FIRES. 

A COMEDY-DRAMA IN THREE ACTS, BY THOMAS K. SERRANO. 

PRICE, 15 CENTS. 

Eight male, three female, and utility characters: Leading juvenile man, first and 
second walking gentleman, two light comedians (lawyer and foreign adventurer), 
Dutch and Irish character comedians, villain, soldiers ; leading juvenile lady, walk- 
ins lady and comedienne. Three interior scenes ; modern and military costumes. 
Time of playing, two hours and a half. Apart f rem unusual interest of plot and skill 
of construction, the play affords an opportunity of representing the progress of a 
real battle in the distance (though this is not necessary to the action). The comedy 
business is delicious, if well worked up, and a startling phase of the slavery question 
is sprung upon the audience in the last act. 

SYNOPSIS OF INCIDENTS. 

Act I. At Fort Leb, on the Hudson.— News from the war.— The meeting. 
—The colonel's strange romance.— Departing for the war.— The intrusted packet. — An 
honest man. — A last request. — Bitter hatred. — The dawn of love. — A northerner's 
sympathy for the South. — Is he a traitor? — Held in trust. — La Creole mine for sale. — 
Financial agents.— A brother's wrong.— An order to cross the enemy's lines. — For- 
tune's fool. — Love's penalty. — Man's independence. — Strange disclosures. — A sha- 
dowed life. — Beggared in pocket, and^ bankrupt in love. — His last chance. — The re- 
fusal. — Turned from home. — Alone, without a name — Off to the war. — Tableau. 

Act II. On the Battlefield. — An Irishman's philosophy. — Unconscious of 
danger. — Spies in the camp. — The insult. — Risen from the ranks. — The colonel's prej- 
udice. — Letters from home. — The plot to ruin. — A token of love. — True to him. — 
The plotters at work.— Breaking the seals. — The meeting of husband and wife. — A 
forlorn hope.— Doomed as a spy. — A struggle for lost honor. — A soldier's death. — 
Tableau. 

Act III. Before Richmond. — The home of Mrs. De Mori.— The two docu- 




wings.— The spid< 

home reunited.-- The close of the war. — Tableau. 



Ctpitt Wfiltdy ftst/aid , to any address x on rcctift of tht anntxtd, frices. 



STRIFE. 

A COMEDY-DRAMA I. V FOUR ACTS, BY HORACE C. DALE. 

PRICE, 15 CENTS. 

Nine male, four femate characters: Juvenile" lead, eccentric character, genteel 
heavy, two walking gentlemen, Dutch character, two negro comedians, policeman, 
leading lady, walking lady, soubrette and utility. Time of playing, two hours and a 
quarter. A play for the masses — quick in action, rich in incident, full of laughable 
situations, abounding in farcical " business, 11 with intensely dramatic climaxes. It can 
be played in any hall, and meets with the greatest success wherever produced. 

SYNOPSIS OF INCIDENTS. 

Act I. ^ Reception Room in Judge Buttons' Mansion. — An eavesdropper.— 
The Judge in a tantrum. — Guardian and ward. — ** A frog he would a-wooing go.*' — 




ic- 
:ntity. — Recognition. — An insult a*d a blow. — Threat- 
ened exposure. — Brought to bay. — A murderous assault. — A son's defence. — Humil- 
iation.— Tableau. 

Act II. Julius Gobs u a-sparkin\" — Love at first sight. — Raising the wind.— 
Gentleman and workingman. — Rejected aid.—" Strike ! " — 4l Lead on ; I follow, to seal 
his fate!" — An excited visitor. — Welcome tidings. — Mother and son. — A villain's re- 
solve.— Hans von Sandt in the clutches of the law. — Neb in luck. — The mob's assault. 
— The mechanic's impassioned appeal.— Conflagration. — " Back, every man of you 1 *' 
— Tablkau. 

Act III. The Judge's Reception Room. — An embarrassing situation. — Tho 
mechanic is sent for. — Good intentions and an offered reward. — Some more pointed 
observations — The workingman 1 * ultimatum. — Reinstatement. — A question of duty.— 
An interruption. — A cowardly scheme. — Str.tnge revelations. — The serpent's sting. — 
An interesting episode. — '* Hail fellows, well met." — A slight unpleasantness in which 
Germany goes lo the wall.— Tableau. 

Act IV. Scene as before. — War declared against Hans. — A false attack. — 
Consternation. — The Judge secures his assailant.— Alienation. — A noblewoman's do- 
finnc*. — Indignation. — Accused of crime. — Impending disgrace. — A mother's inter- 
v-ntion.— Villainy unmasked. — Foiled! — A great wrong righted. — "Nothing but sun* 
shine."— Tableau. 

CRAWFORD'S CLAIM; 

OR, NUGGET NELL, THE PET OF POKER FLAT. 

A DRAMA IN PROLOGUE AND THREE ACTS, BY 11. J. COWLEY AND 

W. T. BENNETTE. 

PRICE, 15 CENTS. 

Nine male, three female characters: Heroic leading man. dialect heavy, Irish com- 
edy, eccentric old man, character juvenile, Chinese comedy, light comedy, character 
old man, responsible utility, soubrette, walking lady, and character lady. Time of 
playing, two hours and a quarter. The action is brisk and strong, the language terse, 
theclimaxrs thrilling. Humor, pathos, sentiment, and wit are most ingeniously inter- 
woven, while the surprising development of the plot rivets the interest of the specta- 
tors from beginning to end. 

SYNOPSIS OF INCIDENTS. 

Prologue. — The convict's return. — The story of the past.— A cool proposition.— 
Mike Moore's tribulations. — " All on account of an advertisement."— A crank and 
his patents. — The meeting of friends. — Attorney and client. — A snug little boodle. — 
Baffled ! 

Act I. The ''Pilgrim's Rest.*' — A giddy Celestial. — The chap in store clothes. 
— The pet of Poker Flat.— How the ** Extra" beat the record from Itlazes Bar. — A 
rat in the soup. — The greaser's little scheme. — The Arkansaw hand. — Tableau. 

Act II. At Poker Flat. — Joe Bowers to the rescue. — Ling Ling on his mus- 
cle. — A search for an heiress.—" Your little game is busted." — A startling discovery.— 
A Napoleon of finance. — Left in trust. — The greaser's revenge. — Tableau. 

Act III. Joe's Home in Denver.— " Begorra, here's a transformation for ye ! ** 
— Abigail puts on her war paint.— Ling in hot water. — Jack Davis's account of him- 
self. — ** Great ^cott, but I m just dyin* to sot eyes on that ar gal!" — A fashionable 
young lady. — The deacon's retreat. — Nell's secret. — " I have come back to claim the 
w«man I love ! " — A visitor is announced. — " It means the circus are about to begin." 
— Turning the tables.— The deacon drives some nails and Bill Mulligan clinches them* 
—At the end of his rope. — Denouement. — Tableau. 

C&fes mailed, /osf/at'd, to any address^ on receipt of the annexed prices. 
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